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MAIGRET IN EXILE 


1: The Customs Officer’s Wife 


FIFTY-SIX, FIFTY-SEVEN, FIFTY-EIGHT...” COUNTED 
MAIGRET. NOT THAT HE CARED A RAP ABOUT THE 
SCORE. HE WAS KEEPING COUNT MECHANICALLY, 
HIS MIND VACANT, HIS EYELIDS DROOPING. 

“SIXTY-ONE, SIXTY-TWO...” 

HE GLANCED BRIEFLY OUT ONTO THE SQUARE. 
THE LOWER HALVES OF THE WINDOWS OF THE 
CAFE FRANQAIS WERE OF FROSTED GLASS. 
THROUGH THE CLEAR GLASS AT THE TOP THERE 
WAS NOTHING TO SEE BUT THE BARE BRANCHES OF 
TREES, AND RAIN AND YET MORE RAIN. 

“EIGHTY-THREE, EIGHTY-FOUR...” 

THERE HE STOOD, HOLDING HIS BILLIARD CUE, 
SEEING HIMSELF REFLECTED IN THE MULTIPLE 
MIRRORS ON THE WALLS OF THE CAFE. 

AND MONSIEUR LE FLEM, THE PROPRIETOR, IN 
SILENCE, CARRIED ON WITH HIS BREAK, LOOKING 
COMPLETELY RELAXED, AS IF EVERYTHING WAS 
JUST AS IT SHOULD BE. HE MOVED FROM ONE SIDE 
OF THE GREEN TABLE TO THE OTHER, BENT OVER IT, 
STRAIGHTENED UP, ABSENTLY WATCHED THE RUN 
OF THE BALLS. 

“A HUNDRED AND TWENTY-TWO, A HUNDRED 
AND TWENTY-THREE. 

THE ROOM WAS VAST. NEAR THE WINDOW A 
MIDDLE-AGED SERVANT SAT SEWING. THAT WAS 
ALL. JUST THE THREE OF THEM. AND A CAT 
STRETCHED OUT IN FRONT OF THE STOVE. 


AND IT WAS BARELY THREE O’CLOCK. AND THIS 
WAS ONLY THE THIRTEENTH OF JANUARY MAIGRET 
NOTED THE DATE ON THE BIG CALENDAR PINNED 
UP BEHIND THE CASH DESK. AND THINGS HAD BEEN 
GOING ON IN THIS WAY FOR THREE WHOLE 
MONTHS! AND... 

HE HAD NOT UTTERED A WORD OF COMPLAINT. 
NOT EVEN MADAME MAIGRET KNEW WHY HE HAD 
FALLEN INTO DISFAVOR, AND BEEN APPOINTED TO 
THE POST OF DIVISIONAL SUPERINTENDENT IN 
LUgON. SUCH MATTERS PERTAINED TO THE SEAMY 
SIDE OF HIS CALLING, AND WERE NO CONCERN OF 
ANYONE ELSE. 

MADAME MAIGRET WAS THERE, TOO, IN THEIR 
RENTED APARTMENT OVER A MUSIC SHOP, AND 
THERE HAD ALREADY BEEN SOME 
UNPLEASANTNESS WITH THE LANDLADY 
BECAUSE... OH, WELL, NO MATTER! 

“WHERE DO WE STOP?” ASKED MONSIEUR LE 
FLEM, SIMPLY TO ASCERTAIN HOW MANY MORE 
POINTS HE NEEDED TO SCORE. 

“AT A HUNDRED AND FIFTY.” 

MAIGRET SMOKED HIS PIPE IN LONG, LEISURELY 
PUFFS. GET ON WITH IT. A HUNDRED AND FORTY- 
SEVEN, A HUNDRED AND FORTY-EIGHT, A HUNDRED 
AND FORTY-NINE, A HUNDRED AND FIFTY! THE 
BALLS ROLLED TO A STOP ON THE TABLE, THE 
WHITE ONE DISCOLORED TO A LIVERISH YELLOW 
AND THE RED TO A FEVERISH PINK. THEY 
RETURNED THEIR CUES TO THE RACK. MONSIEUR 
LE FLEM WENT ACROSS TO THE BEER PUMP AND 
DISPENSED TWO HALVES, SLICING OFF THE 
SURPLUS FROTH WITH A WOODEN KNIFE. 

“CHEERS!” 

WHAT ELSE WAS THERE TO SAY? 

“IT’S STILL RAINING.” 



MAIGRET PUT ON HIS OVERCOAT, RAMMED HIS 
BOWLER HAT WELL DOWN OVER HIS EYES, AND 
THEN, WITH HIS HANDS IN HIS POCKETS, PLUNGED 
INTO THE SLANTING RAIN AND TRAMPED ALONG 
THE STREETS OF THE LITTLE TOWN. 

PRESENTLY, HE OPENED THE DOOR OF HIS OFFICE, 
ITS WALLS PLASTERED WITH OFFICIAL CIRCULARS. 
THE SMELL OF INSPECTOR MEJAT’S BRILLIANTINE 
ASSAILED HIS NOSTRILS. HE WRINKLED HIS NOSE. 

IT WAS A SICKLY SMELL, WHICH EVEN THE 
PERSISTENT FUMES OF HIS PIPE COULD NOT DISPEL. 

A LITTLE OLD WOMAN IN AN OLD-FASHIONED 
BONNET, WITH A WRINKLED FACE, WAS SEATED ON 
A CHAIR, CLUTCHING THE HANDLE OF A HUGE, 
DRIPPING UMBRELLA OF THE SORT COMMONLY TO 
BE SEEN IN THE VENDEE REGION. A LONG TRICKLE 
OF WATER HAD ALREADY COLLECTED ON THE 
WOODEN FLOOR, AS IF SOME DOG HAD FORGOTTEN 
ITS MANNERS. 

“WHAT’S GOING ON?” GROWLED MAIGRET, 
PUSHING THROUGH THE BARRIER THAT DIVIDED 
THE OFFICE IN HALF, AND TOWERING OVER THE 
INSPECTOR, WHO WAS HIS SOLE ASSISTANT. 

“IT’S FOR YOU. SHE WON’T TALK TO ANYONE BUT 
YOU.” 

“WHAT DO YOU MEAN, FOR ME? DID SHE ASK FOR 
ME BY NAME?” 

“SHE ASKED FOR CHIEF SUPERINTENDENT 
MAIGRET.” 

THE OLD WOMAN, AWARE THAT SHE WAS BEING 
DISCUSSED, PURSED HER LIPS WITH AN AIR OF 
CONSCIOUS DIGNITY. MAIGRET, FROM FORCE OF 
HABIT, RIFFLED THROUGH THE PAPERS ON HIS DESK 
BEFORE EVEN TAKING OFF HIS COAT. IT WAS ALL 
ROUTINE STUFF—A GROUP OF POLES THAT NEEDED 
WATCHING, FAILURE TO PRODUCE IDENTITY CARDS, 



CONTRAVENTION OF RESTRICTED TRAVEL 
ORDERS... 

“AT YOUR SERVICE, MADAME. PLEASE DON’T GET 
UP. BUT FIRST, I’D BE OBLIGED IF YOU’D TELL ME 
WHO GAVE YOU MY NAME?” 

“MY HUSBAND, CHIEF SUPERINTENDENT... JUSTIN 
HULOT... I’M SURE YOU’LL REMEMBER HIM WHEN 
YOU SEE HIM. HIS IS A FACE ONE DOESN’T READILY 
FORGET... HE WAS CUSTOMS OFFICER AT 
CONCARNEAU WHEN YOU WERE THERE ON A 
CASE... HE READ ABOUT YOUR TRANSFER TO 
LUQON IN THE PAPER. YESTERDAY, WHEN HE SAW 
THAT THE CORPSE WAS STILL THERE IN THE 
BEDROOM, HE TOLD ME I MUST...” 

“SORRY TO INTERRUPT, BUT WHAT CORPSE 
WOULD THAT BE?” 

“THE ONE IN THE JUDGE’S BEDROOM.” 

A COOL CUSTOMER INDEED! MAIGRET OBSERVED 
HER WITH MILD INTEREST, LITTLE DREAMING THAT 
HE WAS DESTINED TO BECOME MUCH MORE 
INTIMATELY ACQUAINTED WITH THIS SIXTY-FOUR- 
YEAR-OLD WOMAN, ADINE HULOT BY NAME, AND 
THAT HE, LIKE EVERYONE ELSE HEREABOUTS, 
WOULD SOON BE CALLING HER DIDINE. 

“TO BEGIN WITH, I SHOULD EXPLAIN THAT MY 
HUSBAND IS NOW RETIRED, WHICH IS HOW WE 
COME TO BE LIVING IN MY OWN PART OF THE 
COUNTRY, IN THE VILLAGE OF L’AIGUILLON. I HAVE 
A LITTLE HOUSE NEAR THE HARBOR, WHICH WAS 
LEFT TO ME BY MY LATE UNCLE... I SUPPOSE 
YOU’VE NEVER HEARD OF L’AIGUILLON?... 

“I THOUGHT NOT. AND THAT MEANS YOU WON’T 
FIND IT EASY TO UNDERSTAND... BUT WHO ELSE IS 
THERE FOR ME TO TURN TO? CERTAINLY NOT THE 
LOCAL POLICEMAN, WHO, BESIDES BEING DRUNK 
FROM MORNING TO NIGHT, CAN’T STAND THE SIGHT 



OF US. NOR THE MAYOR, WHO CARES FOR NOTHING 
BUT HIS MUSSELS...” 

“HIS MUSSELS?” ECHOED MAIGRET. 

“HE’S A MUSSEL-GATHERER, THE SAME AS MY 
LATE UNCLE AND MOST OTHER PEOPLE IN 
L’AIGUILLON. HE CULTIVATES MUSSELS.” 

INSPECTOR MEJAT, THE SILLY FOOL, SAW FIT AT 
THIS POINT TO SNICKER AND LOOK KNOWING. 
MAIGRET QUELLED HIM WITH A FROSTY LOOK. 

“YOU WERE SAYING, DEAR LADY...” 

SHE NEEDED NO ENCOURAGEMENT. SHE WAS 
TAKING HER TIME. SHE, TOO, HAD RESPONDED 
WITH A COLD STARE TO MEJAT’S UNCALLED-FOR 
SNICKER. 

“IT’S A RESPECTABLE CALLING, LIKE ANY 
OTHER.” 

“OF COURSE. GO ON.” 

“L’AIGUILLON IS QUITE A SMALL COMMUNITY, 
MADE UP OF SOME TWENTY FAMILIES, SITUATED IN 
THE VICINITY OF THE HARBOR. THE JUDGE LIVES IN 
THE BIGGEST HOUSE IN THE VILLAGE.” 

“ONE MOMENT. WHO IS THIS JUDGE?” 

“HIS NAME IS FORLACROIX. HE WAS FORMERLY A 
MAGISTRATE AT VERSAILLES. IF YOU WANT MY 
OPINION, I SUSPECT HE GOT INTO SOME KIND OF 
TROUBLE, AND IT WOULDN’T SURPRISE ME TO 
LEARN THAT HE HAD TO BE DISMISSED FROM THE 
PUBLIC SERVICE.” 

SHE CERTAINLY HAD IT IN FOR THE JUDGE. 
DIMINUTIVE THOUGH SHE WAS, AND OLD AND 
WRINKLED, SHE WAS NOT AFRAID TO SPEAK HER 
MIND ABOUT PEOPLE. 

“TELL ME ABOUT THIS CORPSE. THE JUDGE’S, IS 
IT?” 



“NO SUCH LUCK! HIS KIND NEVER GETS BUMPED 
OFF.” 

CAPITAL! THAT PUT MAIGRET FIRMLY IN HIS 
PLACE. MEJAT SPLUTTERED INTO HIS 
HANDKERCHIEF. 

“YOU’LL HAVE TO LET ME TELL MY STORY IN MY 
OWN WAY, OR ELL GET INTO A MUDDLE... WHAT 
DATE IS IT TODAY? THE THIRTEENTH... GOOD GOD! 
AND TO THINK IT NEVER STRUCK ME...” 

HURRIEDLY, SHE TOUCHED WOOD AND CROSSED 
HERSELF. 

“IT WAS THE DAY BEFORE YESTERDAY, SO IT 
MUST HAVE BEEN THE ELEVENTH. THE NIGHT 
BEFORE THAT, THEY’D HAD PEOPLE IN... ” 

“WHO ARE ‘THEY’?” 

“THE FORLACROIXS. DOCTOR BRENEOL AND HIS 
WIFE AND DAUGHTER WERE THERE... OR, I SHOULD 
SAY HIS WIFE’S DAUGHTER... BECAUSE... BUT I 
WON’T GO INTO THAT; IT WOULD TAKE TOO LONG. 
IN SHORT, THEY WERE ENTERTAINING A FEW 
FRIENDS, AS THEY DO REGULARLY ONCE A 
FORTNIGHT. THEY PLAY CARDS UNTIL ABOUT 
MIDNIGHT, AND THEN ALL HELL BREAKS LOOSE, 
WITH ALL THE CARS REVVING UP AT ONCE.” 

“YOU APPEAR TO BE VERY WELL INFORMED 
ABOUT WHAT GOES ON IN YOUR NEIGHBORS’ 
HOUSE.” 

“OUR HOUSE, OR, RATHER, MY LATE UNCLE’S 
HOUSE, BACKS ONTO THEIRS. SO, WHETHER WE 
LIKE IT OR NOT...” 

IT WOULD HAVE DONE MADAME MAIGRET’S 
HEART GOOD TO SEE THE FLICKER OF INTEREST IN 
THE CHIEF SUPERINTENDENT’S EYES. 
CHARACTERISTICALLY, HE WAS TAKING REPEATED 
LITTLE QUICK PUFFS AT HIS PIPE. HE WENT ACROSS 



TO THE STOVE, POKED IN IT, AND REMAINED 
STANDING WITH HIS BACK TO THE FIRE. 

“NOW THEN, ABOUT THIS CORPSE...” 

“THE FOLLOWING MORNING... THE ELEVENTH I 
SAID IT WAS, DIDN’T I?... THE FOLLOWING 
MORNING, MY HUSBAND TOOK ADVANTAGE OF THE 
FINE WEATHER TO PRUNE THE APPLE TREES. I HELD 
THE LADDER FOR HIM. PERCHED UP THERE, HE 
COULD SEE OVER THE WALL. HE WAS JUST ON A 
LEVEL WITH THE SECOND FLOOR OF THE JUDGE’S 
HOUSE. ONE OF THE WINDOWS WAS OPEN... AND, 
ALL OF A SUDDEN, THERE HE WAS, CLAMBERING 
DOWN, AND THIS IS WHAT HE SAID TO ME: 

“ ‘DIDINE... ’” MY NAME IS ADINE, BUT EVERYONE 
CALLS ME DIDINE. ‘DIDINE,’ HE SAID TO ME, 
‘THERE’S SOMEONE LYING ON THE FLOOR IN THE 
BEDROOM.’ 

“ ‘LYING ON THE FLOOR?’ I REPEATED AFTER HIM, 
SCARCELY ABLE TO BELIEVE MY EARS. ‘WHY 
SHOULD ANYONE BE LYING ON THE FLOOR WHEN 
THERE ARE GOODNESS KNOWS HOW MANY BEDS IN 
THE HOUSE?’ 

“ ‘WELL, THAT’S HOW IT IS... I’M GOING UP TO 
HAVE ANOTHER LOOK.’ 

“HE WENT UP AND HE CAME DOWN... NOW 
THERE’S A MAN WHO NEVER TOUCHES STRONG 
DRINK, AND WHEN HE SAYS A THING IS SO... AND 
BESIDES, HE’S A THINKER. IT’S NOT FOR NOTHING 
THAT HE WAS THIRTY-FIVE YEARS IN THE PUBLIC 
SERVICE. 

“ALL THAT DAY, I COULD SEE HE WAS DEEP IN 
THOUGHT. AFTER LUNCH, HE WENT OUT AS USUAL 
FOR HIS LITTLE WALK. HE STOPPED AT THE HOTEL 
DU PORT... 

“ ‘NOW HERE’S AN ODD THING,’ HE SAID WHEN HE 
GOT BACK. ‘NO STRANGER SEEMS TO HAVE 



ARRIVED IN THE VILLAGE YESTERDAY, EITHER ON 
THE BUS OR BY CAR.’ 

“IT BOTHERED HIM, YOU SEE. HE ASKED ME TO 
HOLD THE LADDER FOR HIM AGAIN. AND 
AFTERWARD, HE TOLD ME THAT THE MAN WAS 
STILL LYING THERE ON THE FLOOR... 

“THAT NIGHT, HE KEPT WATCH UNTIL ALL THE 
LIGHTS WERE OUT.” 

“WHAT LIGHTS?” 

“THE LIGHTS IN THE JUDGE’S HOUSE. I SHOULD 
EXPLAIN THAT THEY NEVER CLOSE THE SHUTTERS 
AT THE BACK. THEY THINK NO ONE CAN SEE IN. 
WELL, ANYHOW, THE JUDGE WENT INTO THE 
BEDROOM AND STAYED THERE FOR QUITE SOME 
TIME. 

“MY HUSBAND GOT DRESSED AGAIN AND 
RUSHED OUTSIDE...” 

“WHAT FOR?” 

“IN CASE IT MIGHT HAVE OCCURRED TO THE 
JUDGE TO DUMP THE BODY IN THE WATER... BUT HE 
WAS SOON BACK. 

“ ‘THE TIDE IS OUT,’ HE SAID. ‘HE’D BE UP TO HIS 
NECK IN MUD.’ 

“NEXT DAY...” 

MAIGRET WAS DUMBFOUNDED. HE HAD COME 
ACROSS A GOOD MANY ODDITIES IN THE COURSE 
OF HIS CAREER, BUT THIS ELDERLY COUPLE, THE 
RETIRED CUSTOMS OFFICER AND HIS DIDINE, 
SPYING ON THE JUDGE IN HIS HOME, FROM THEIR 
LITTLE COTTAGE, HOLDING THE LADDER FOR EACH 
OTHER... ! 

“NEXT DAY, THE BODY WAS STILL THERE, LYING 
IN EXACTLY THE SAME POSITION.” 

SHE LOOKED AT MAIGRET, AS IF TO SAY: 



SO WE WERE RIGHT ALL ALONG, YOU SEE! 

“MY HUSBAND KEPT WATCH ON THE HOUSE ALL 
THAT DAY AT TWO O’CLOCK THE JUDGE WENT OUT 
FOR HIS USUAL WALK, ACCOMPANIED BY HIS 
DAUGHTER.” 

“AH! SO THE JUDGE HAS A DAUGHTER, HAS HE?” 

“ELL TELL YOU ABOUT HER SOME OTHER TIME. 
THERE’S ANOTHER ODD FISH FOR YOU. AND 
THERE’S A SON, TOO... BUT IT’S ALL TOO 
INVOLVED... IF THAT ASSISTANT OF YOURS OVER 
THERE WILL BE SO GOOD AS TO STOP SNICKERING 
INTO HIS HANDKERCHIEF, I WILL PROCEED.” 

MEJAT HAD ASKED FOR THAT ONE. 

“HIGH TIDE LAST NIGHT WAS AT NINE-TWENTY- 
SIX. THERE WAS STILL NOTHING HE COULD DO, 
DON’T YOU SEE? THERE ARE ALWAYS PEOPLE 
ROAMING AROUND UP TO MIDNIGHT. AND AFTER 
MIDNIGHT THERE WOULDN’T BE ENOUGH WATER... 
SO WE DECIDED, MY HUSBAND AND I, THAT I 
SHOULD COME AND SEE YOU, LEAVING HIM TO 
KEEP AN EYE ON THINGS. I CAUGHT THE NINE 
O’CLOCK BUS. THIS GENTLEMAN HERE WAS JUST 
TRYING TO GET RID OF ME... MY HUSBAND’S 
INSTRUCTIONS WERE: 

“ TELL THE CHIEF SUPERINTENDENT THAT YOU 
WERE SENT BY THE CUSTOMS OFFICER FROM 
CONCARNEAU, THE ONE WITH THE SLIGHT SQUINT. 
EXPLAIN TO HIM THAT I HAD A GOOD LOOK AT THE 
CORPSE THROUGH MY FIELD GLASSES, AND THAT 
THE MAN IS A COMPLETE STRANGER TO THE 
DISTRICT. TELL HIM THERE’S A STAIN ON THE 
FLOOR, AND THAT I’M CONVINCED THAT IT’S 
BLOOD.’” 

“ONE MOMENT,” INTERPOSED MAIGRET. “WHEN 
DOES THE NEXT BUS LEAVE FOR L’AIGUILLON?” 

“THE LAST ONE HAS ALREADY LEFT.” 



“HOW FAR AWAY IS IT, MEJAT?” 

MEJAT CONSULTED THE MAP OF THE DISTRICT, 
WHICH WAS PINNED ON THE WALL. 

“ABOUT THIRTY KILOMETERS.” 

“TELEPHONE FOR A TAXI.” 

FOR ALL HE KNEW, DIDINE AND HER CUSTOMS 
OFFICER WERE A PAIR OF NUTS. NO MATTER! AT THE 
VERY WORST, HE WOULD HAVE TO PAY FOR THE 
TAXI OUT OF HIS OWN POCKET. 

“I’D BE OBLIGED IF YOU’D STOP THE TAXI AND 
LET ME OUT BEFORE WE REACH THE HARBOR, SO 
THAT I WON’T BE SEEN IN YOUR COMPANY. IT WILL 
BE BEST IF WE PRETEND WE HAVEN’T MET. THEY’RE 
A SUSPICIOUS LOT IN L’AIGUILLON. YOU CAN STAY 
AT THE HOTEL DU PORT. IT’S THE BETTER OF THE 
TWO HOTELS. AND ALMOST THE WHOLEVILLAGE 
CONGREGATES THERE AFTER SUPPER, SO YOU’LL 
BE ABLE TO LOOK THEM OVER. AND IF YOU CAN 
GET THEM TO PUT YOU IN THE ROOM 
OVERLOOKING THE BALLROOM EXTENSION, 

YOU’LL BE ABLE TO SEE THE JUDGE’S HOUSE.” 

“LET MY WIFE KNOW, WILL YOU, MEJAT.” 

NIGHT HAD FALLEN, AND IT SEEMED AS IF THE 
WATERS HAD COVERED THE FACE OF THE EARTH. 
THE OLD WOMAN WAS ENJOYING THE COMFORTS 
OF THE TAXI, WHICH HAD FORMERLY BEEN A 
PRIVATE LIMOUSINE. IN PARTICULAR, SHE WAS 
THRILLED WITH THE CUT-GLASS FLOWER VASE AND 
THE INTERIOR ELECTRIC-LIGHT FIXTURE. 

“WHO WOULD HAVE THOUGHT IT! THE RICH HAVE 
ALL THE LUCK.” 

MARSHES; EXTENSIVE ACRES OF FLAT LAND 
INTERSECTED BY CANALS; HERE AND THERE A 
LOW-LYING FARM, A SHACK, OR CABANE, TO USE 
THE LOCAL DIALECT TERM, OR A STACK OF DRIED, 
PANCAKELIKE COW PATS STORED FOR FUEL. 



IN MAIGRET’S HEART SOMETHING STIRRED 
FAINTLY. COULD IT BE HOPE? HE DARED NOT YIELD 
TO IT YET. WAS IT POSSIBLE THAT HERE, IN THE 
VERY HEART OF THE VENDEE, THE SCENE OF HIS 
EXILE, FATE WAS ABOUT TO PRESENT HIM WITH... ? 

“I WAS FORGETTING... HIGH TIDE TONIGHT WILL 
BE AT TEN-FIFTY-ONE.” 

IT WAS REALLY ASTONISHING THE WAY THE OLD 
GIRL COULD PINPOINT THE TIME TO THE MINUTE. 

“IF HE WANTS TO GET RID OF THE BODY, THIS 
WILL BE HIS OPPORTUNITY. OVER THE RIVER LAY, 
WHICH FLOWS INTO THE HARBOR, THERE IS A 
BRIDGE. AT ELEVEN, MY HUSBAND WILL TAKE UP 
HIS WATCH ON THAT BRIDGE. IF YOU WANT TO TALK 
TO HIM...” 

SHE TAPPED ON THE GLASS PARTITION. 

“LET ME OUT HERE. ELL WALK THE REST OF THE 
WAY.” 

AND SHE DISAPPEARED INTO THE WATERY 
DARKNESS, HER UMBRELLA BILLOWING OUT LIKE A 
BALLOON. PRESENTLY THE TAXI DREW UP OUTSIDE 
THE HOTEL DU PORT AND MAIGRET GOT OUT. 

“DO YOU WANT ME TO WAIT?” 

“NO. YOU’D BETTER GO BACK TO LUQON.” 

MEN IN BLUE, FISHERMEN OR MUSSEL- 
GATHERERS; VARNISHED DEAL TABLES SCATTERED 
AROUND, WITH CARAFES OF WHITE AND ROSE 
WINE. THEN A KITCHEN. THEN A BALLROOM, USED 
ONLY ON SUNDAYS. A SMELL OF FRESH PAINT AND 
VARNISH. WHITE WALLS. A STRIPPED PINE ROOF. A 
RICKETY LITTLE STAIRCASE MORE SUITED TO A 
DOLL’S HOUSE. A BEDROOM, ALSO WHITE, A 
PAINTED IRON BEDSTEAD, CHINTZ CURTAINS. 

“IS THAT THE JUDGE’S HOUSE OVER THERE?” HE 
INQUIRED OF THE LITTLE CHAMBERMAID. THERE 



WAS LIGHT SHOWING, THROUGH A SKYLIGHT 
ABOVE THE STAIRCASE, HE PRESUMED. 

IT WAS SUGGESTED THAT HE BE SERVED IN THE 
DINING ROOM RESERVED FOR SUMMER VISITORS, 
BUT HE CHOSE TO EAT IN THE BAR. HE WAS 
REGALED WITH OYSTERS, MUSSELS, AND SHRIMP, 
FOLLOWED BY FISH AND LEG OF LAMB. HE 
LISTENED TO THE MEN TALKING AMONG 
THEMSELVES, IN THEIR THICK REGIONAL ACCENTS, 
ABOUT MATTERS RELATING TO THE SEA, AND, IN 
PARTICULAR, ABOUT MUSSELS, A SUBJECT THAT 
WAS A CLOSED BOOK TO MAIGRET. 

“HAVE YOU SEEN ANY STRANGERS AROUND HERE 
LATELY?” 

“NOT FOR THE PAST WEEK... I SHOULD SAY, NOT 
FOR THE PAST COUPLE OF DAYS... NO. LET ME 
THINK. IT WAS THREE DAYS AGO. A MAN CAME IN 
ON THE BUS. HE STOPPED HERE TO SAY THAT HE’D 
BE BACK FOR DINNER, BUT HE NEVER SHOWED UP.” 

MAIGRET STUMBLED ABOUT IN A GREAT PILE OF 
RUBBISH, IRON BARS, LOBSTER POTS, BITS OF WIRE, 
CRATES, AND OYSTER SHELLS. THERE WERE 
SHACKS ALL ALONG THE WATERFRONT, USED AS 
STORAGE SHEDS BY THE MUSSEL-GATHERERS. A 
DESERTED VILLAGE BUILT OF WOOD. AT TWO- 
MINUTE INTERVALS CAME THE BOOM OF A 
FOGHORN, LOCATED, SO HE HAD BEEN TOLD, ON 
POINTE DES BALEINES, THE TIP OF THE ILE DE RE 
ACROSS THE HARBOR. 

TO ADD CONFUSION, THE WATERY SKY WAS 
INTERMITTENTLY CRISSCROSSED BY BEAMS FROM 
TWO OR THREE NEARBY LIGHTHOUSES. 

THERE WAS THE MURMUR OF FLOWING WATER, 

AS WAVES DROVE INSHORE AGAINST THE CURRENT 
OF THE LITTLE RIVER, WHICH INCREASED THEIR 
VOLUME. SOON—AT TEN-FIFTY-ONE PRECISELY, IF 
THE OLD WOMAN WAS TO BE BELIEVED—IT WOULD 



BE HIGH TIDE. AGAINST THE WALL OF A SHACK A 
PAIR OF LOVERS, OBLIVIOUS OF THE RAIN, CLUNG 
TOGETHER, MOUTH TO MOUTH, WORDLESS, 
MOTIONLESS. 

HE MADE FOR THE BRIDGE, AN IMMENSELY LONG 
WOODEN STRUCTURE, JUST WIDE ENOUGH TO TAKE 
A SINGLE LINE OF TRAFFIC. HE COULD FAINTLY 
MAKE OUT THE SHADOWY OUTLINES OF MASTS 
AND FISHING BOATS BOBBING ON THE TIDE. BEHIND 
HIM COULD BE SEEN THE LIGHTS OF THE HOTEL 
FROM WHICH HE HAD JUST COME, AND, BARELY A 
HUNDRED YARDS AWAY, TWO LIGHTED WINDOWS, 
THE WINDOWS OF THE JUDGE’S HOUSE. 

“IS THAT YOU, CHIEF SUPERINTENDENT?” 

HE GAVE A START. THE MAN WAS SO CLOSE THAT 
HE HAD ALMOST BUMPED INTO HIM. MAIGRET 
NOTICED THAT HE HAD A PRONOUNCED SQUINT. 

“I’M JUSTIN HULOT... MY WIFE TOLD ME... I’VE 
BEEN HERE FOR THE PAST HOUR, IN CASE HE TOOK 
IT INTO HIS HEAD...” 

THE RAIN WAS COLD. AN ICY WIND WAS BLOWING 
IN FROM THE SEA. THE GRATING OF CHAINS COULD 
BE HEARD. INVISIBLE IN THE DARKNESS, THE 
NOCTURNAL LIFE OF THE WATERFRONT WAS IN 
FULL SPATE. 

“I MUST BRING YOU UP TO DATE ON EVENTS... AT 
THREE O’CLOCK, WHEN I WENT UP THE LADDER, 
THE CORPSE WAS STILL THERE. AT FOUR O’CLOCK, I 
DECIDED TO TAKE ONE LAST LOOK BEFORE IT GOT 
DARK... WELL, I FOUND THAT IT WAS NO LONGER 
THERE. HE MUST HAVE TAKEN IT DOWNSTAIRS. I 
GUESS HE WANTED IT HANDY NEAR THE DOOR, TO 
SAVE TIME WHEN THE OPPORTUNE MOMENT 
CAME... I CAN’T IMAGINE HOW HE’LL MANAGE TO 
CARRY IT. THE JUDGE IS EVEN SMALLER AND 
SKINNIER THAN I AM... WELL, ACTUALLY HE’S 



ABOUT THE SAME BUILD AND WEIGHT AS MY WIFE. 
THE CORPSE, ON THE OTHER HAND... SHH!” 

SOMEONE WAS ABROAD IN THE DARK. ONE AFTER 
ANOTHER, THE PLANKS OF THE BRIDGE COULD BE 
HEARD TO CREAK. WHEN THERE WAS NO FURTHER 
RISK OF BEING OVERHEARD, THE CUSTOMS 
OFFICER WENT ON: 

“ON THE OTHER SIDE OF THE BRIDGE LIES THE 
VILLAGE OF LA FAUTE... WELL, YOU CAN 
SCARCELY CALL IT A VILLAGE, REALLY, OR EVEN A 
HAMLET. IT’S JUST A CLUSTER OF LITTLE 
BUNGALOWS FOR RENTING TO SUMMER VISITORS. 
YOU’LL SEE FOR YOURSELF BY DAYLIGHT... I’VE 
DISCOVERED ONE THING THAT MAY INTEREST YOU, 
AND THAT IS THAT ON THE NIGHT OF THE BRIDGE 
PARTY ALBERT CALLED TO SEE HIS FATHER... 

WATCH OUT!” 

IT WAS THE LOVERS THIS TIME, WHO HAD MOVED 
TO WITHIN EARSHOT, AND WERE LEANING ON THE 
PARAPET OF THE BRIDGE, GAZING INTO THE WATER. 
MAIGRET’S FEET WERE FROZEN. WATER HAD 
SEEPED IN THROUGH THE SEAMS OF HIS SHOES. THE 
FORMER CUSTOMS OFFICER, HE NOTICED, WAS 
WEARING RUBBER BOOTS. 

“IT’S A THREE-FOOT-SIX TIDE... AT SIX O’CLOCK 
TOMORROW MORNING, YOU’LL SEE THEM ALL 
GOING OUT TO THE MUSSEL BEDS.” 

HE SPOKE IN HUSHED TONES, AS IF IN CHURCH. IT 
WAS SLIGHTLY LUDICROUS, AND YET AT THE SAME 
TIME SOMEHOW A LITTLE CREEPY. MAIGRET COULD 
NOT HELP WONDERING WHETHER HE WOULD NOT 
HAVE FELT MORE IN HIS ELEMENT BACK THERE IN 
LUgON PLAYING CARDS IN THE CAFE FRANQAIS 
WITH HIS REGULAR CRONIES, THE PROPRIETOR, THE 
DOCTOR, AND THE OWNER OF THE HARDWARE 
STORE, WITH THAT SENILE OLD FOOL MEMIMOT 
WATCHING OVER THEIR SHOULDERS AND NODDING 



AND SHAKING HIS HEAD AT EVERY CARD ON THE 
TABLE. 

“MY WIFE IS KEEPING WATCH ON THE BACK 
DOOR.” 

SO THE OLD WOMAN WAS STILL AN ACTIVE 
PARTNER. 

“YOU NEVER KNOW... HE MIGHT DECIDE TO GET 
OUT HIS CAR AND DUMP THE CORPSE FARTHER 
AFIELD.” 

THE CORPSE! THE CORPSE! DID ANY SUCH 
CORPSE REALLY EXIST? 

HIS THIRD PIPE... HIS FOURTH PIPE... FROM TIME 
TO TIME, THE DOOR OF THE HOTEL OPENED AND 
SHUT. DISTANT FOOTSTEPS AND VOICES COULD BE 
HEARD. THEN THE LIGHTS WENT OUT. A ROWBOAT 
GLIDED UNDER THE BRIDGE. 

“THAT’LL BE OLD BARITEAU, GOING OUT TO LAY 
HIS EEL TRAPS. HE WON’T BE BACK FOR AT LEAST A 
COUPLE OF HOURS.” 

HOW COULD OLD BARITEAU POSSIBLY FIND HIS 
BEARINGS ON A NIGHT AS DARK AS THIS? IT WAS A 
MYSTERY. ONE COULD FEEL THE SEA, VERY CLOSE 
AT HAND NOW, AT THE MOUTH OF THE CHANNEL. 
ONE COULD BREATHE IT IN. IT WAS RISING, 
INELUCTABLY ENGULFING THE OUTFLOW OF THE 
RIVER. 

MAIGRET EXPERIENCED A SUDDEN ABERRATION. 
HE COULD NOT HAVE EXPLAINED WHY AT THIS 
PARTICULAR MOMENT HIS MIND SHOULD HAVE 
VEERED TOWARD THE RECENT AMALGAMATION OF 
THE POLICE JUDICIAIRE AND THE SURETE 
GENERALE, WITH ITS ATTENDANT DISRUPTIONS 
WHICH... LUgON! THEY HAD SHUNTED HIM OFF TO 
LUCON, WHERE... 


“LOOK OVER THERE!” 



AGITATED, THE FORMER CUSTOMS OFFICER 
GRIPPED HIM BY THE ARM. 

NO, REALLY! IT WAS BEYOND BELIEF. THE 
THOUGHT OF THOSE TWO OLD PEOPLE... DIDINE 
HOLDING THE LADDER... THE FIELD GLASSES... THE 
TIDE TABLES... 

“THEY’VE SWITCHED OFF THE LIGHTS.” 

WELL, WHAT OF IT? WAS IT TO BE WONDERED AT, 
AT THIS HOUR, THAT THE LIGHTS HAD GONE OUT IN 
THE JUDGE’S HOUSE? 

WHATEVER HE MIGHT THINK, MAIGRET WAS 
CAREFUL NEVERTHELESS TO WALK ON TIPTOE, SO 
THAT THE PLANKS OF THE BRIDGE WOULD NOT 
CREAK. THAT WRETCHED FOGHORN, MOOING LIKE 
A HOARSE COW! 

THE WATER WAS LAPPING ALMOST AT THE BASE 
OF THE WOODEN SHACKS. HIS FOOT STRUCK A 
BATTERED LOBSTER POT. 

“SHH!” 

AND THEN, AS THEY WATCHED, THE JUDGE’S 
FRONT DOOR SWUNG OPEN. 

THERE APPEARED ON THE THRESHOLD A SPRY 
LITTLE MAN, WHO GLANCED TO THE RIGHT AND 
THE LEFT AND THEN RETURNED INDOORS. 

A FEW SECONDS LATER, THAT WHICH HAD 
SEEMED INCREDIBLE TO MAIGRET HAPPENED. THE 
LITTLE MAN REAPPEARED, BENT DOUBLE THIS 
TIME, DRAGGING A LONG BUNDLE THROUGH THE 
MUD. 

IT MUST HAVE BEEN HEAVY. HE WAS BARELY A 
FEW FEET FROM THE HOUSE WHEN HE HAD TO 
PAUSE FOR BREATH. THE FRONT DOOR HAD BEEN 
LEFT OPEN. HE HAD SOME TWENTY OR THIRTY 
YARDS TO GO TO REACH THE SEA. 

“HEAVE!” 



THE SOUND CAME TO THEM AS A HEAVY SIGH. 
THEY COULD ALMOST FEEL HIS MUSCLES 
STRAINED TO THE LIMIT. IT WAS STILL RAINING. 
THROUGH THE SLEEVE OF HIS THICK OVERCOAT, 
MAIGRET COULD FEEL THE CONVULSIVE 
CLENCHING OF THE CUSTOMS OFFICER’S HAND. 

“YOU SEE!” 

YES, INDEED! IT HAD ALL HAPPENED EXACTLY AS 
THE OLD WOMAN HAD PREDICTED, AS THE FORMER 
CUSTOMS OFFICER HAD PREDICTED. THERE COULD 
BE NO DOUBT AS TO THE IDENTITY OF THE LITTLE 
MAN. IT WAS JUDGE FORLACROIX, AND THAT 
BUNDLE HE WAS DRAGGING THROUGH THE MUD 
WAS, UNQUESTIONABLY, THE LIFELESS BODY OF A 
MAN. 


2: “Pardon me, old man... 


THE FACT THAT THE JUDGE WAS UNAWARE OF 
BEING WATCHED GAVE A DREAMLIKE QUALITY TO 
THE SCENE. HE BELIEVED HIMSELF TO BE ALONE IN 
THAT DARK, 

EMPTYPLACE 

. FROM TIME TO TIME, HE WAS MOMENTARILY 
TOUCHED BY THE BEAM FROM A LIGHTHOUSE, 
WHICH REVEALED AN OLD RAINCOAT, A FELT HAT. 
MAIGRET EVEN CAUGHT A GLIMPSE OF A 
CIGARETTE BETWEEN HIS LIPS, WHICH HAD BEEN 
EXTINGUISHED BY THE RAIN. 

THEY WERE NOW SCARCELY FOUR FEET APART. 
THE CHIEF SUPERINTENDENT AND DIDINE’S 
HUSBAND WERE STANDING NEAR A SHED, NOT 
UNLIKE A SENTRY BOX. THEY MADE NO ATTEMPT 
TO AVOID BEING SEEN. THE ONLY REASON THE 
JUDGE HAD NOT SPOTTED THEM WAS THAT HIS 
ATTENTION WAS ENGAGED ELSEWHERE. THE 
JUDGE, POOR MAN, WAS IN DEEP TROUBLE. THE 


BUNDLE HE WAS DRAGGING ALONG THE GROUND 
HAD CAUGHT IN A ROPE, WHICH WAS STRUNG OUT 
ALONG THE QUAYSIDE ABOUT TEN INCHES ABOVE 
THE GROUND. HE HAD SOMEHOW TO PULL IT 
THROUGH UNDERNEATH. HE SET ABOUT IT 
CLUMSILY. IT WAS PLAIN TO SEE THAT HE WAS 
UNUSED TO HEAVY MANUAL LABOR. HE WAS 
SWEATING, AND KEPT WIPING HIS FOREHEAD WITH 
HIS HAND. 

IT WAS AT THIS POINT THAT MAIGRET, QUITE 
WITHOUT ANY CONSCIOUS VOLITION OR PLAN, 

SAID SIMPLY: 

“PARDON ME, OLD MAN...” 

THE JUDGE TURNED HIS HEAD AND SAW THE TWO 
MEN, THE TOWERING FIGURE OF MAIGRET AND THE 
DIMINUTIVE CUSTOMS OFFICER. IT WAS TOO DARK. 
IT WAS IMPOSSIBLE TO DISCERN THE EXPRESSION 
ON HIS FACE. A FEW SECONDS WENT BY. IT SEEMED 
AN ETERNITY. THEN A VOICE SPOKE, A SOMEWHAT 
QUAVERING VOICE SURELY. 

“WHO ARE YOU?” 

“CHIEF SUPERINTENDENT MAIGRET.” 

HE STEPPED FORWARD, BUT STILL COULD NOT 
SEE THE MAN’S FACE CLEARLY. 

HIS FEET WERE ALMOST TOUCHING THE CORPSE, 
WHICH APPEARED TO BE WRAPPED IN SACKING. 
WHY ON EARTH, AT SUCH A MOMENT, SHOULD THE 
JUDGE HAVE RESPONDED BY EXCLAIMING IN A 
TONE OF ASTONISHMENT, TEMPERED BY ESTEEM: 

“MAIGRET OF THE POLICE JUDICIAIRE?” 

ALL AROUND THEM WERE PEOPLE ASLEEP IN 
THEIR HOUSES. OLD BARITEAU, OUT THERE IN THE 
CLAMOROUS NIGHT, WAS SEARCHING FOR THE 
DEEPEST POOLS, IN WHICH TO LAY HIS EEL TRAPS. 


“MAYBE IT’S ALL FOR THE BEST... 
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IT WAS THE JUDGE SPEAKING. 

“WOULD YOU CARE TO COME BACK TO THE 
HOUSE?” 

HE BEGAN WALKING AWAY, APPARENTLY 
FORGETTING HIS BUNDLE. EVERYTHING AROUND 
THEM WAS SO OPPRESSIVELY STILL THAT THEY 
FELT AS IF THE WHOLE SCENE WERE BEING 
ENACTED IN SLOW MOTION. 

“OUGHT WE NOT PERHAPS TO TAKE THE BODY 
WITH US?” SUGGESTED THE JUDGE, RUEFULLY. 

AND HE BENT DOWN. MAIGRET WENT TO HIS 
ASSISTANCE. THE DOOR WAS NOT SHUT. THE 
CUSTOMS OFFICER STOPPED ON THE THRESHOLD, 
AND FORLACROIX, WHO HAD NOT RECOGNIZED 
HIM, WONDERED WHETHER OR NOT HE WAS GOING 
IN. 

“THANKS FOR YOUR HELP, HULOT,” SAID 
MAIGRET. “ELL SEE YOU IN THE MORNING. 
MEANWHILE, I’D APPRECIATE IT IF YOU’D KEEP ALL 
THIS TO YOURSELF. HAVE YOU A TELEPHONE, 
MONSIEUR FORLACROIX?” 

“YES, BUT WE’RE DISCONNECTED AFTER NINE 
O’CLOCK.” 

“ONE MOMENT, HULOT. WOULD YOU BE SO GOOD 
AS TO MAKE A CALL FOR ME FROM THE POST 
OFFICE? THE NUMBER IS LU£ON TWO THREE. IT’S A 
HOTEL. ASK TO SPEAK TO INSPECTOR MEJAT, AND 
TELL HIM I WANT HIM TO JOIN ME HERE AS SOON AS 
HE CAN.” 

SO! NOW THERE WERE ONLY THE TWO OF THEM, 
FACE TO FACE IN THE HALLWAY, THE JUDGE HAVING 
SWITCHED ON THE LIGHT. HE REMOVED HIS 
DRIPPING HAT AND RAINCOAT. THE SENSE OF 
MYSTERY THAT HAD PERVADED THE NIGHT WAS 
DISPELLED. WHAT HE COULD SEE, NOW THAT THERE 
WAS LIGHT, WAS A SLIGHTLY BUILT LITTLE MAN, 



WITH NEAT FEATURES, HIS FACE FRAMED BY LONG, 
VERY SILKY FAIR HAIR STREAKED WITH GRAY, 
WHICH MIGHT ALMOST HAVE BEEN A WIG. 

HE LOOKED DOWN AT HIS HANDS, WHICH WERE 
FILTHY, AND THEN AT THE BUNDLE. MAIGRET SAW 
THAT THE BODY WAS WRAPPED IN TWO COAL 
SACKS, ONE OVER THE HEAD AND TORSO, THE 
OTHER OVER THE LEGS. THE TWO SACKS HAD BEEN 
CLUMSILY SEWN TOGETHER WITH STRING. 

“WOULD YOU LIKE TO SEE HIM RIGHT AWAY?” 

“WHO IS HE?” ASKED MAIGRET. 

“I HAVEN’T THE LEAST IDEA. DO PLEASE TAKE 
OFF YOUR COAT, AND FOLLOW ME.” 

HE WIPED HIS HANDS ON HIS HANDKERCHIEF, 
OPENED A DOOR, SWITCHED ON ANOTHER LIGHT, 
AND STOOD WAITING FOR MAIGRET TO JOIN HIM ON 
THE THRESHOLD OF A SPACIOUS ROOM, AT THE END 
OF WHICH WAS A FIREPLACE WITH A CRACKLING 
LOG FIRE. 

THIS PLEASANTLY WARM, WELL-LIT, TASTEFULLY 
FURNISHED, TIDY ROOM WAS THE LAST THING 
MAIGRET WAS EXPECTING TO SEE AT THAT 
MOMENT. THE CEILING WAS OF OAK BEAMS, WHICH 
MADE IT SEEM LOWER THAN IT WAS, THE MORE SO 
SINCE THERE WERE TWO STEPS LEADING DOWN 
FROM THE DOORWAY INTO THE ROOM. THE FLOOR 
WAS OF WHITE TILES, WITH TWO OR THREE RUGS 
SCATTERED ABOUT. AND ALL ALONG THE WHITE 
WALLS WERE BOOKCASES FILLED WITH BOOKS, 
THOUSANDS OF THEM. 

“TAKE A SEAT, CHIEF SUPERINTENDENT. IF I 
REMEMBER RIGHT, YOU LIKE A GOOD FIRE.” 

MORE BOOKS ON AN ANTIQUE TABLE. AN 
ARMCHAIR ON EACH SIDE OF THE HEARTH. IT WAS 
ALMOST BEYOND BELIEF THAT JUST OUTSIDE THE 
DOOR, SEWN UP IN A COUPLE OF COAL SACKS... 



“WHAT A STROKE OF LUCK FOR ME TO HAVE RUN 
INTO A MAN LIKE YOU. THOUGH I DON’T QUITE 
SEE... I UNDERSTOOD YOU WERE IN PARIS AND...” 

“EVE BEEN POSTED TO LUQON.” 

“ALL THE BETTER FOR ME. IF I’D HAD TO RESORT 
TO THE LOCAL POLICE, I VERY MUCH DOUBT IF I’D 
HAVE BEEN ABLE TO MAKE MYSELF 
UNDERSTOOD... ALLOW ME.” 

ON A SIXTEENTH-CENTURY SIDEBOARD STOOD A 
CUT-GLASS DECANTER AND GLASSES ON A SILVER 
TRAY. THEY FLASHED AND GLITTERED 
MAGNIFICENTLY UNDER AN ARTFULLY POSITIONED 
SPOTLIGHT. THE WHOLE ATMOSPHERE WAS ONE OF 
SERENE REFINEMENT AND COMFORT. THE JUDGE 
BROUGHT THE TRAY OVER TO MAIGRET. 

“ALLOW ME TO POUR YOU A GLASS OF 
ARMAGNAC... BY THE WAY, I ALMOST FORGOT TO 
ASK... HOW ON EARTH DID THAT DREADFUL CROSS¬ 
EYED CUSTOMS FELLOW COME TO BE MIXED UP 
IN... ?” 

AND IT WAS AT THIS POINT THAT MAIGRET 
SUDDENLY APPRECIATED HOW MATTERS REALLY 
STOOD. HE HAD A VIVID PICTURE OF HIMSELF 
ENSCONCED IN HIS ARMCHAIR, HIS LEGS 
STRETCHED OUT TO THE FIRE, HIS GLASS OF 
ARMAGNAC CRADLED IN THE PALM OF HIS HAND. IT 
WAS BROUGHT HOME TO HIM THAT IT WAS NOT HE 
WHO WAS DOING THE TALKING, ASKING THE 
QUESTIONS, BUT THIS SELF-POSSESSED, SHREWD 
LITTLE MAN WHO, ONLY A FEW MINUTES EARLIER, 
HAD BEEN DRAGGING A CORPSE TOWARD THE SEA. 

“FORGIVE ME, MONSIEUR FORLACROIX, BUT I 
REALLY THINK YOU OWE IT TO ME TO ANSWER A 
FEW QUESTIONS.” 

THE JUDGE TURNED AND LOOKED AT HIM, WITH 
AN EXPRESSION OF MINGLED SURPRISE AND 



REPROACH IN HIS PERIWINKLE-BLUE EYES, AS IF TO 
SAY: 

QUESTIONS? WHAT FOR? I EXPECTED BETTER 
THINGS OF YOU. OH, WELL! HAVE IT YOUR OWN 
WAY 

BUT, IN FACT, HE SAID NOTHING. HE MERELY 
COCKED HIS HEAD SLIGHTLY TO ONE SIDE, THE 
BETTER TO HEAR. HE WAS ALL POLITE ATTENTION. 
MAIGRET RECOGNIZED THE MANNERISM AS AN 
INDICATION THAT HE WAS A LITTLE HARD OF 
HEARING. 

“YOU ASSURED ME JUST NOW THAT THIS... THIS 
MAN WAS A STRANGER TO YOU.” 

HEAVENS, THIS WAS AWKWARD. IT WAS A 
STRAIGHTFORWARD QUESTION, BUT IN THESE 
DELIGHTFUL SURROUNDINGS IT SEEMED SOMEHOW 
INDELICATE. 

“I SWEAR TO YOU, I DON’T KNOW HIM FROM 
ADAM.” 

“IN THAT CASE, WHY... ?” 

IT HAD TO BE SAID. GET ON WITH IT. MAIGRET 
FELT LIKE SCREWING UP HIS EYES, AS IF HE WERE 
ABOUT TO SWALLOW A BITTER PILL. 

“WHY DID YOU KILL HIM?” 

HE LOOKED AT THE JUDGE, WHOSE FACE ONCE 
AGAIN EXPRESSED MINGLED SURPRISE AND 
REPROACH. 

“BUT I DIDN’T KILL HIM, CHIEF SUPERINTENDENT! 
GOOD HEAVENS! WHY ON EARTH SHOULD I WANT 
TO KILL A TOTAL STRANGER, A MAN WHOM I 
NEVER SAW ALIVE? I REALIZE THAT IT’S HARD TO 
SWALLOW, BUT I FEEL SURE THAT A MAN OF YOUR 
EXPERIENCE MUST SEE THAT I AM TELLING THE 
TRUTH.” 



AND THE TROUBLE WAS THAT MAIGRET WAS 
ALREADY CONVINCED OF IT! THIS HOUSE, SILENT 
BUT FOR THE CRACKLING OF LOGS AND THE 
DISTANT MURMUR OF THE SEA, HAD PUT A KIND OF 
SPELL ON HIM. 

“WITH YOUR PERMISSION, I WILL DESCRIBE 
EVENTS AS THEY OCCURRED. A LITTLE MORE 
ARMAGNAC? AN OLD FRIEND OF MINE, WHO FOR 
MANY YEARS WAS THE PUBLIC PROSECUTOR IN 
VERSAILLES, SENDS IT TO ME FROM HIS ESTATE IN 
THE GERS REGION.” 

“YOU YOURSELF FORMERLY LIVED IN 
VERSAILLES, DID YOU NOT?” 

“I SPENT THE GREATER PART OF MY LIFE THERE. 
IT’S A DELIGHTFUL TOWN. IT STILL RETAINS A 
FLAVOR OF THE GOLDEN AGE OF LOUIS XIV, AND IN 
MY OPINION YOU WOULD HAVE TO GO FAR TO FIND 
A COMMUNITY MORE CIVILIZED, IN THE 
TRADITIONAL SENSE OF THE WORD. OUR LITTLE 
GROUP...” 

HE MADE A SWEEPING GESTURE WITH HIS HAND, 
AS IF TO BANISH ALL SUCH NOSTALGIC 
IRRELEVANCES. 

“NO MATTER... IT WAS... LET ME THINK... IT WAS 
LAST TUESDAY...” 

“TUESDAY THE TENTH,” SPECIFIED MAIGRET. 
“YOU WERE ENTERTAINING FRIENDS, I BELIEVE.” 

THE JUDGE’S LIPS TWITCHED. 

“YOU ARE WELL INFORMED, I SEE... HULOT WAS 
WITH YOU JUST NOW. AND I DARESAY YOU HAVE 
ALSO MET DIDINE. SHE KNOWS MORE THAN I DO 
ABOUT WHAT GOES ON IN MY HOUSE.” 

A SUDDEN THOUGHT STRUCK MAIGRET. HE 
LOOKED ABOUT HIM WITH A FEELING THAT THERE 
WAS SOMETHING MISSING IN THE HOUSEHOLD. 



“HAVE YOU NO SERVANTS?” HE ASKED, IN SOME 
SURPRISE. 

“NONE LIVING IN. AN OLD WOMAN AND HER 
DAUGHTER, WHO LIVE IN THE VILLAGE, COME IN 
EVERY MORNING, AND LEAVE AS SOON AS THEY’VE 
CLEARED AWAY THE DINNER AT NIGHT... ANYWAY, 
ABOUT TUESDAY... MY FRIENDS CAME TO SPEND 
THE EVENING WITH ME, AS THEY DO REGULARLY 
ONCE A FORTNIGHT. DOCTOR BRENEOL, WHO LIVES 
ABOUT A MILE AWAY, AND HIS WIFE AND 
FRAN^OISE...” 

“FRAN^OISE BEING MADAME BRENEOL’S 
DAUGHTER?” 

“THAT’S RIGHT. BY HER FIRST MARRIAGE. NOT 
THAT IT MATTERS, EXCEPT, OF COURSE, TO 
BRENEOL.” 

A FAINT SMILE FLITTED ACROSS HIS FACE. 

“THE MARSACS, WHO LIVE IN THE VILLAGE OF 
SAINT-MICHEL-EN-L’HERMITAGE, ARRIVED A LITTLE 
LATER. WE PLAYED BRIDGE...” 

“WAS YOUR DAUGHTER ALSO PRESENT?” 

HIS GLANCE WAVERED. HE HESITATED, THEN, 
LOOKING A LITTLE PENSIVE, SAID: 

“NO. SHE WAS IN BED.” 

“WHERE IS SHE NOW?” 

“IN BED.” 

“DIDN’T SHE HEAR ANYTHING?” 

“NOTHING. I WAS CAREFUL TO MAKE AS LITTLE 
NOISE AS POSSIBLE. WELL, TO REVERT TO TUESDAY, 
THE PARTY BROKE UP AROUND ABOUT MIDNIGHT.” 

“AND THEN YOU HAD ANOTHER VISITOR,” SAID 
MAIGRET, TURNING TOWARD THE DOOR. “YOUR 
SON.” 



“YES, ALBERT DID COME TO SEE ME. HE STAYED 
ONLY A FEW MINUTES.” 

“DOES YOUR SON NOT LIVE WITH YOU?” 

“HE LIVES NEAR THE TOWN HALL... MY SON AND 
I HAVE VERY LITTLE IN COMMON. MY SON IS A 
MUSSEL-GATHERER. I DARESAY YOU HAVE 
ALREADY DISCOVERED THAT MUSSEL FARMING IS 
THE PRINCIPAL LOCAL INDUSTRY.” 

“WOULD IT BE INDISCREET TO ASK FOR WHAT 
PURPOSE YOUR SON VISITED YOU IN THE MIDDLE 
OF THE NIGHT?” 

THE JUDGE GAZED INTO HIS GLASS. THERE WAS A 
BRIEF SILENCE. THEN HE EXCLAIMED: 

“YES, IT WOULD.” 

AND HE WAITED. 

“DID YOUR SON GO UP TO THE NEXT FLOOR?” 

“HE WAS ALREADY THERE WHEN I WENT 
UPSTAIRS.” 

“ON HIS WAY TO SEE HIS SISTER, I SUPPOSE?” 

“NO... HE DIDN’T SEE HER.” 

“HOW DO YOU KNOW?” 

“BECAUSE—I MAY AS WELL TELL YOU, BECAUSE 
IF I DON’T SOMEONE ELSE WILL—I MAKE A HABIT 
OF LOCKING MY DAUGHTER IN HER ROOM EVERY 
NIGHT... LET’S SAY SHE’S GIVEN TO 
SLEEPWALKING.” 

“WHAT WAS YOUR SON DOING UP THERE?” 

“WAITING FOR ME, SINCE I WAS ENTERTAINING 
FRIENDS DOWNSTAIRS. HE WAS SITTING ON THE TOP 
STEP. WE EXCHANGED A FEW WORDS.” 

“ON THE STAIRS?” 

THE JUDGE NODDED. SURELY THEY WERE 
ENTERING A WORLD OF FANTASY? MAIGRET 



DRAINED HIS GLASS IN ONE GULP, AND 
FORLACROIX REFILLED IT. 

“I WENT DOWNSTAIRS AGAIN TO BOLT THE DOOR. 
THEN I READ FOR A LITTLE WHILE AND WENT TO 
BED. NEXT MORNING, I WENT UP TO THE FRUIT 
LOFT TO LOOK FOR... TO TELL THE TRUTH, I DON’T 
REMEMBER WHAT I WAS LOOKING FOR... WE CALL 
THE ROOM THE FRUIT LOFT, SINCE IT’S MOSTLY 
USED TO STORE FRUIT, BUT WE KEEP ALL SORTS OF 
OTHER THINGS UP THERE AS WELL. IT’S MORE OF A 
GENERAL STOREROOM REALLY... THERE WAS A 
MAN LYING ON THE FLOOR. A MAN WHOM I HAD 
NEVER SEEN BEFORE. HE WAS DEAD. HIS SKULL 
HAD BEEN BASHED IN BY WHAT YOU PEOPLE CALL 
A ‘BLUNT INSTRUMENT.’ I SEARCHED THROUGH HIS 
POCKETS... PRESENTLY, I’LL SHOW YOU WHAT I 
FOUND... BUT THERE WAS NO WALLET. NOT A 
SINGLE CLUE TO HIS IDENTITY, NO PAPERS, 
NOTHING.” 

“WHAT I DON’T UNDERSTAND...” BEGAN 
MAIGRET. 

“I KNOW! AND THAT IS WHAT I FIND SO HARD TO 
EXPLAIN. I DIDN’T CALL THE POLICE. I KEPT THE 
BODY HERE IN MY HOUSE FOR THREE DAYS. I 
WAITED UNTIL THE TIDE WAS FAVORABLE, AND 
THEN SLUNK OUT FURTIVELY IN THE MIDDLE OF 
THE NIGHT, INTENDING TO GET RID OF IT... LIKE A 
MURDERER. ALL THE SAME, I AM TELLING YOU THE 
EXACT TRUTH. I DID NOT KILL THAT MAN. I HAD NO 
REASON TO DO SO. I HAVE ABSOLUTELY NO IDEA 
WHAT HE WAS DOING IN MY HOUSE. I DON’T KNOW 
WHETHER HE ENTERED IT ALIVE, OR WAS BROUGHT 
HERE AFTER HIS DEATH.” 

HE FELL SILENT. MAIGRET COULD HEAR ONCE 
AGAIN THE DISTANT LOWING OF THE FOGHORN. 
THERE WERE BOATS OUT THERE AT SEA, AND 
FISHERMEN HAULING IN NETS TEEMING WITH FISH. 
HAD HULOT, THE CUSTOMS OFFICER, MANAGED TO 



GET THROUGH ON THE TELEPHONE? IF SO, MEJAT— 
WHAT A THOROUGHLY UNCONGENIAL FELLOW, 
WITH HIS HAIR ALL STUCK TOGETHER WITH 
BRILLIANTINE—MUST BE CLAMBERING HURRIEDLY 
INTO HIS CLOTHES. HE WAS FOND OF BOASTING OF 
HIS SUCCESS WITH WOMEN. HAD ONE OF HIS 
LATEST CONQUESTS BEEN SHARING HIS BED 
TONIGHT? 

“WELL,” MURMURED MAIGRET, WITH A SIGH— 
THE HEAT OF THE ROOM WAS MAKING HIM FEEL 
MORE AND MORE DROWSY—“IT WON’T BE PLAIN 
SAILING, BY ANY MEANS.” 

“I’M AFRAID YOU’RE RIGHT. WITH THINGS AS 
THEY WERE—THE MAN BEING ALREADY DEAD, I 
MEAN—IT WOULD HAVE BEEN BETTER...” 

HE DID NOT COMPLETE THE SENTENCE. INSTEAD, 
HE CROSSED OVER TO THE WINDOW. IT WOULD 
HAVE BEEN BETTER IF THE DEAD MAN HAD BEEN 
CARRIED OUT TO SEA ON THE RECEDING TIDE, AND 
HAD NEVER BEEN HEARD OF AGAIN. MAIGRET 
STIRRED HIMSELF. HE FLEXED ONE LEG AND THEN 
THE OTHER, AND EVENTUALLY MANAGED TO 
HEAVE HIMSELF OUT OF THE DEPTHS OF THE 
ARMCHAIR. IN DOING SO, HE WOULD NOT HAVE 
BEEN SURPRISED IF HE HAD HIT HIS HEAD AGAINST 
THE RAFTERS. 

“ANYWAY, I THINK I OUGHT TO TAKE A LOOK AT 
HIM.” 

IT WAS HARD TO RESIST THE CHARM OF THIS 
LOW-CEILINGED, WELL-APPOINTED, COZY ROOM, 
WITH ITS BEGUILING ATMOSPHERE OF ORDER AND 
HARMONY. HE LOOKED UP AT THE CEILING. WHAT 
WAS SHE LIKE, THIS GIRL WHO HAD TO BE LOCKED 
IN HER ROOM EVERY NIGHT? 

“WE COULD TAKE HIM INTO THE 
LAUNDRYROOM,” SUGGESTED THE LITTLE JUDGE. 
“IT’S JUST ACROSS THE HALL.” 



NOW, BOTH WERE TAKING CARE TO AVOID 
GETTING DIRT ON THEMSELVES. THEY WERE NO 
LONGER OUTDOORS IN THE RAIN-SODDEN NIGHT. 
THEY HAD REVERTED TO BEING CIVILIZED MEN. 

THE LAUNDRYROOM WAS A VAST PLACE, WITH A 
RED-TILED FLOOR. THERE WERE WIRES STRUNG 
ACROSS IT, ON WHICH CLOTHES AND LINEN WERE 
HANGING UP TO DRY. 

“HAVE YOU ANY SCISSORS?” GROWLED MAIGRET, 
PRODDING THE TWO SACKS, FROM WHICH WATER, 
BLACKENED WITH COAL DUST, WAS TRICKLING. 

THE JUDGE, UNABLE TO FIND ANY SCISSORS, 
CAME BACK BEARING A KITCHEN KNIFE. THE 
FURNACE WAS TURNED DOWN. IT WAS COLD. 
MAIGRET’S WET FINGERS WERE TURNING RED. 

IT WAS A MOST EXTRAORDINARY THING, BUT THE 
ELEMENT OF TRAGEDY WAS ENTIRELY MISSING. 

THE JUDGE EVINCED NO REVULSION AT THE 
PROSPECT OF LOOKING ONCE AGAIN UPON THE 
FACE OF THE MAN WHOM HE HAD SEWN INTO THE 
SACKS. MAIGRET WAS WEARING HIS MOST 
STUBBORN AND GRUMPY EXPRESSION, BUT, TRUTH 
TO TELL, HE WAS REVELING, WITH ALMOST 
SENSUAL ENJOYMENT, IN THIS MYSTERY WHICH 
FATE HAD LANDED IN HIS LAP, AND, OF ALL PLACES, 
IN LUgON, THE SCENE OF HIS EXILE AND DISGRACE. 
IT WAS AS IF A SEA LION, AFTER AGES OF 
CAPTIVITY AS A CIRCUS PERFORMER, WERE 
SUDDENLY TO FIND ITSELF BACK IN THE GLACIAL 
WATERS OF THE ARCTIC. 

WHEN WAS THE LAST TIME HE HAD ENTERED A 
HOUSE, AS HE HAD JUST DONE, WITH A VIEW TO 
DRINKING IN THE ATMOSPHERE, WANDERING FROM 
ROOM TO ROOM, PLODDING AND PATIENT, UNTIL 
ALL ITS SECRETS, AND THOSE OF THE PEOPLE WHO 
LIVED IN IT, WERE FINALLY REVEALED TO HIM? 



NOT TO MENTION DIDINE HULOT AND HER 
CUSTOMS OFFICER. AND THE JUDGE’S SON, WHO 
HAD SAT WAITING FOR HIS FATHER AT THE TOP OF 
THE STAIRS IN THE MIDDLE OF THE NIGHT 

AND NOW THIS OTHER CHARACTER. THE VICTIM. 
WHAT WOULD HE LEARN ABOUT HIM, ONCE THESE 
FILTHY SACKS WERE REMOVED? 

AT ONE POINT, THE SCENE ALMOST 
DEGENERATED INTO FARCE. HE WAS PREPARED FOR 
ANYTHING, EXCEPT THE UNBELIEVABLE SIGHT 
THAT ACTUALLY MET HIS EYES. FOR, WHEN THE 
SACK COVERING THE UPPER PART OF THE BODY 
WAS STRIPPED OFF, AND THE FACE OF THE VICTIM 
WAS REVEALED, IT PROVED TO BE A FACE AS 
BLACK AS NIGHT. NEEDLESS TO SAY, THIS WAS DUE 
TO THE COAL DUST. IT WAS ONLY TO BE EXPECTED. 
YET THE TWO MEN LOOKED AT ONE ANOTHER FOR 
AN INSTANT, BOTH WITH THE SAME THOUGHT IN 
MIND: FOR A BRIEF SECOND THEY WERE PREY TO 
THE OUTLANDISH DELUSION THAT THEY WERE IN 
THE PRESENCE OF A NEGRO. 

“COULD YOU GET ME SOME WATER AND A 
CLOTH?” 

THE TAP GUSHED NOISILY. WHEN THE SOUND 
CEASED, MAIGRET COCKED HIS HEAD ON ONE SIDE, 
LISTENING. THERE WAS ANOTHER SOUND TO BE 
HEARD, OUTSIDE, THAT OF A CAR ENGINE. A DOOR 
SLAMMED. SUDDENLY A BELL SHRILLED LOUDLY IN 
THE HALL. MEJAT WAS CERTAINLY MAKING HIS 
PRESENCE KNOWN. 

“WHERE IS THE CHIEF SUPERINTENDENT?” 

THERE HE WAS, FACING HIM. THE INSPECTOR’S 
NOSE WAS RED, AND A LOOSE STRAND OF HAIR 
HUNG DOWN OVER HIS FOREHEAD. 

“I HOPE I HAVEN’T KEPT YOU WAITING TOO LONG. 
AM I TO TELL THE TAXI TO WAIT, CHIEF? WAS ALL 



THAT ABOUT A STIFF REALLY TRUE? WHAT’S 
BECOME OF THE OLD MADWOMAN?” 

NOT ONLY WERE HIS PERSON AND HIS CLOTHING 
PERMEATED WITH THE COLD, DANK AIR OF THE 
NIGHT, BUT ALSO HE EXUDED, WITH HIS THICK 
REGIONAL ACCENT, A KIND OF COARSENESS WHICH 
POLLUTED THE ATMOSPHERE. THE QUIETNESS AND 
RESTRAINT THAT HAD HITHERTO PREVAILED WERE 
DISPELLED. MEJAT, HOWEVER, WAS IMPERVIOUS TO 
SUCH SUBTLETIES OF PERCEPTION. 

“HAVE YOU IDENTIFIED HIM, CHIEF?” 

“I DON’T KNOW A DAMN THING!” 

THE WORDS ESCAPED MAIGRET INVOLUNTARILY, 
SURPRISING EVEN HIMSELF. IT WAS AN EXPRESSION 
THAT HAD OFTEN BEEN FORCED FROM HIM IN THE 
PAST, WHEN HE WAS FLOUNDERING IN A SEA OF 
CONFUSION IN AN EXCEPTIONALLY DIFFICULT 
CASE, AND SOME IDIOT LIKE MEJAT... 

“MY GOD! THAT’S SOME CRACK HE GOT ON HIS 
HEAD!” 

THE JUDGE AND MAIGRET EXCHANGED GLANCES, 
BOTH WISHING THAT THE PEACEFUL, ALMOST 
INTIMATE ATMOSPHERE THAT HAD PREVAILED 
UNTIL NOW COULD BE RESTORED. AS FOR MEJAT, 

HE WAS RUMMAGING IN THE DEAD MAN’S 
POCKETS, WHERE, NEEDLESS TO SAY, HE FOUND 
NOTHING. 

“HOW OLD WOULD YOU SAY HE WAS, CHIEF? I’D 
PUT HIM AT ABOUT FORTY. ANY IDENTIFYING 
MARKS ON HIS CLOTHING? DO YOU WANT ME TO 
UNDRESS HIM?” 

“GO AHEAD. UNDRESS HIM.” 

MAIGRET, FOR HIS PART, FILLED HIS PIPE AND 
BEGAN ROAMING IN CIRCLES IN THE 
LAUNDRYROOM, MUMBLING TO HIMSELF UNDER 
HIS BREATH. 



“I’LL HAVE TO CALL THE PUBLIC PROSECUTOR AT 
LA ROCHE-SUR-YON. I WONDER WHAT HE’LL 
DECIDE...” 

AND THE JUDGE, STANDING THERE FACING HIM, 
SUDDENLY SAID, WITH A PERFECTLY STRAIGHT 
FACE, APPARENTLY QUITE UNAWARE OF THE 
LUDICROUSNESS OF HIS WORDS: 

“IT WOULD BE DISASTROUS TO SEND ME TO 
PRISON.” 

THIS WAS THE LAST STRAW. MAIGRET BLEW UP: 

“SEE HERE, YOUR HONOR, JUDGE FORLACROIX... I 
DON’T SUPPOSE IT HAS OCCURRED TO YOU THAT IT 
WAS DISASTROUS FOR THIS MAN HERE TO HAVE 
BEEN CLUBBED TO DEATH AND LAID OUT ON THESE 
COLD TILES... I’LL BET YOU HAVEN’T GIVEN A 
THOUGHT, EITHER, TO THE DISASTROUS 
CONSEQUENCES FOR HIS WIFE AND CHILDREN, IF 
ANY, AND GOD KNOWS WHO ELSE, WHO ARE AT 
PRESENT WONDERING WHAT ON EARTH CAN HAVE 
BECOME OF HIM. I WOULD ALSO POINT OUT THAT 
THE MOST DISASTROUS THING OF ALL WOULD BE 
TO KEEP THEM IN IGNORANCE FOREVER, JUST 
BECAUSE OF SOMEONE WHO WILL GO TO ANY 
LENGTHS TO AVOID BEING INVOLVED.” 

EVEN THE SACRED OBLIGATIONS OF HOSPITALITY 
WERE FORGOTTEN. HE HAD BEEN PLIED WITH THE 
FINEST ARMAGNAC, WARMED TO THE CORE OF HIS 
BEING BY A FRAGRANT LOG FIRE, FILLED FOR AN 
HOUR WITH A SOOTHING SENSE OF WELL-BEING, 
AND, FOR THANKS, HE HAD TURNED FIERCELY 
UPON HIS HOST, WEARING THE IMPLACABLE FACE 
OF MAIGRET OF THE QUAI DES ORFEVRES. 

MILD-MANNERED JUDGE FORLACROIX LOOKED 
AT HIM REPROACHFULLY, BUT SAID NOTHING. 

“THERE’S A LABEL IN THE JACKET!” EXCLAIMED 
MEJAT IN TRIUMPH. “LET ME SEE... PA... PA... 
PANA...” 



“PANAMA,” GROWLED MAIGRET, SNATCHING THE 
JACKET OUT OF HIS HANDS. “THAT’S A GREAT HELP, 
I MUST SAY. A GENTLEMAN WHOSE CLOTHES WERE 
MADE IN THE REPUBLIC OF PANAMA! WHY NOT 
CHINA, WHILE HE WAS ABOUT IT?” 

IT WAS IMPOSSIBLE TO GET THE SHOES OFF THE 
MAN’S FEET WITHOUT CUTTING THROUGH THE 
LACES. THIS TASK ALSO FELL TO MEJAT. 

AND THIS YOUNG MAN, SO FASTIDIOUS IN HIS 
DRESS, SO FORTHCOMING WITH THE LADIES, SET 
ABOUT IT NO LESS MATTER-OF-FACTLY THAN IF HE 
WERE AT HIS DESK WRITING A REPORT, SPELLING 
OUT ALL THE PROPER NAMES IN CAPITALS, AS WAS 
HIS INVARIABLE WONT. 

“THE SHOES COME FROM THE BOULEVARD DES 
CAPUCINES IN PARIS. THE HEELS ARE ALREADY 
SLIGHTLY WORN, WHICH SUGGESTS TO ME THAT 
HE’S HAD THEM FOR A MONTH AT LEAST. WHERE 
DO YOU THINK HE COMES FROM, CHIEF? A 
FRENCHMAN, WOULD YOU SAY? THAT WOULD BE 
MY GUESS. A RESPECTABLE SORT OF MAN. NOT A 
MANUAL WORKER. TAKE A LOOK AT HIS HANDS...” 

THEY HAD BOTH COMPLETELY FORGOTTEN 
ABOUT THE WAITING TAXI, AND THE DRIVER 
STRIDING UP AND DOWN OUTSIDE TO KEEP WARM. 
SUDDENLY, THE DOOR BURST OPEN. THERE 
APPEARED AT THE FAR END OF THE HALL A MAN AS 
TALL AND HEAVILY BUILT AS MAIGRET HIMSELF. HE 
WAS WEARING HIGH RUBBER BOOTS WHICH 
REACHED TO HIS THIGHS, A VOLUMINOUS OILSKIN 
JACKET WITH, IT COULD BE GUESSED, SEVERAL 
THICK SWEATERS UNDERNEATH, AND A 
SOU’WESTER ON HIS HEAD. 

HE CAME FORWARD MISTRUSTFULLY. HE LOOKED 
MAIGRET UP AND DOWN, AND SUBJECTED MEJAT 
TO THE SAME PIERCING SCRUTINY. THEN HE BENT 
DOWN TO LOOK AT THE BODY, AND FINALLY FIXED 
HIS GAZE UPON THE LITTLE JUDGE. 



“WHAT’S GOING ON?” HE SNARLED SUSPICIOUSLY, 
ALMOST THREATENINGLY. 

FORLACROIX TURNED TO MAIGRET. 

“MY SON...” HE SAID. “I’D BE OBLIGED IF YOU 
WOULD EXPLAIN TO HIM...” 

HE THEN MADE HASTE, WITH LITTLE TEETERING 
STEPS, TO PROCEED FROM THE LAUNDRYROOM TO 
THE LOW-CEILINGED LIBRARY, WHERE HE HAD 
ORIGINALLY ENTERTAINED THE CHIEF 
SUPERINTENDENT. 

“WHAT IS GOING ON?” REPEATED THE YOUNG 
MAN, THIS TIME ADDRESSING HIMSELF TO 
MAIGRET. “WHO IS THIS MAN? WHO KILLED HIM? 
YOU’RE A POLICEMAN, AREN’T YOU? WHEN I SAW A 
CAR PARKED OUTSIDE THE HOUSE...” 

IT WAS NOW FIVE O’CLOCK IN THE MORNING. 
ALBERT FORLACROIX HAD BEEN ON HIS WAY TO 
THE MUSSEL BEDS WHEN HE HAD SEEN THE CAR. 

“THE DRIVER TOLD ME HE HAD BROUGHT A 
POLICE INSPECTOR HERE FROM LU^ON...” 

SUDDENLY HE FROWNED. 

“MY SISTER... WHAT HAS HE DONE TO MY 
SISTER?” 

HE WAS SO OBVIOUSLY DEEPLY WORRIED THAT 
MAIGRET WAS ALARMED. WAS IT POSSIBLE... ? 
WHILE THE PAIR OF THEM, HE AND FORLACROIX, 
HAD BEEN RELAXING IN THEIR DEEP ARMCHAIRS, 

IN FRONT OF THE CRACKLING LOG FIRE... 

“NOW YOU MENTION IT, I SHOULD LIKE TO SEE 
YOUR SISTER,” HE SAID IN A CHANGED VOICE. 
“HAVE YOU THE KEY TO HER ROOM?” 

BY WAY OF REPLY, THE YOUNG MAN MERELY 
POINTED TO HIS MASSIVE SHOULDER. 

“MEJAT... YOU WAIT DOWN HERE.” 



THEIR FOOTSTEPS RANG OUT ON THE STAIRS, 
AND THEN ON THE FLOOR OF A LONG, WINDING 
CORRIDOR. 

“THIS IS IT. STAND BACK, IF YOU PLEASE.” 

AND ALBERT FORLACROIX HURLED HIMSELF AT 
THE DOOR. 



3: Airaud’s Footprints 


IT WAS AN EXTRAORDINARY MOMENT, AND ITS 
FLAVOR WAS TO REMAIN WITH MAIGRET EVER 
AFTER. FIRST OF ALL, THE WEARINESS AT THE END 
OF A LONG NIGHT, AND THEN THE PERVASIVE 
SMELL OF DAMP WOOL. THE UNFAMILIAR AND 
SEEMINGLY ENDLESS CORRIDOR. THE RENEWED 
SOUND OF THE FOGHORN. JUST AS ALBERT 
FORLACROIX WAS LAUNCHING HIS ASSAULT ON 
THE DOOR, MAIGRET GLANCED SIDEWAYS TOWARD 
THE STAIRS, AND SAW THAT THE JUDGE HAD CREPT 
UP ON SILENT FEET TO JOIN THEM. BEHIND HIM, IN 
THE STAIRWELL, MEJAT’S FACE CAME INTO VIEW. 

THE DOOR YIELDED, AND THE YOUNG GIANT, 
THRUST FORWARD BY HIS OWN MOMENTUM, WAS 
PROPELLED INTO THE VERY MIDDLE OF THE ROOM. 

IT WAS ALL SO UNEXPECTED. NO ONE COULD 
HAVE FORESEEN HOW IT WOULD BE. 

THE ROOM WAS LIT BY A TABLE LAMP WITH A 
FINELY PLEATED PINK SILK SHADE. IN A LOUIS XVI 
BED LAY—OR, RATHER, SAT, FOR SHE WAS PROPPED 
UP ON ONE ELBOW—A YOUNG GIRL, AND AS SHE 
TURNED TO LOOK TOWARD THE DOOR, ONE OF HER 
FIRM, PLUMP BREASTS SLIPPED OUT OF HER 
NIGHTDRESS. 

MAIGRET WOULD NOT HAVE CALLED HER A 
BEAUTY. HER FACE WAS TOO BROAD, HER 
FOREHEAD TOO LOW, AND HER NOSE TOO 
CHILDISH. BUT HER FULL LIPS WERE RIPE AND 
JUICY, AND HER EYES ENORMOUS. 

HAD SHE SWITCHED ON THE LIGHT ON HEARING 
NOISES IN THE CORRIDOR? HAD SHE BEEN ASLEEP? 
IT WAS IMPOSSIBLE TO TELL. SHE DID NOT SEEM 
MUCH SURPRISED AT THE SIGHT OF MAIGRET’S 
MASSIVE BULK IN THE DOORWAY, AND HER 


BROTHER IN RUBBER BOOTS STANDING IN THE 
MIDDLE OF HER BEDROOM. 

SHE MERELY ASKED, IN A LOW, COMPOSED VOICE: 

“WHAT’S THE MATTER, ALBERT?” 

HER FATHER, THOUGH KEEPING OUT OF SIGHT, 
HAD MOVED CLOSE ENOUGH TO THE DOOR TO 
HEAR HER. MAIGRET WAS FEELING 
UNCOMFORTABLE. HE COULD NOT TAKE HIS EYES 
OFF THE GIRL’S NAKED BREAST, AND, AT THE SAME 
TIME, WAS CONSCIOUS THAT THE YOUNG MAN HAD 
NOTED THIS. TRUE, IT DID NOT SEEM TO BOTHER 
ALBERT, WHO WAS PEERING SUSPICIOUSLY ABOUT 
HIM. THERE WAS A SECOND DOOR IN THE ROOM, 
AND PRESENTLY ALBERT WENT ACROSS AND 
OPENED IT. 

WAS IT INTUITION? AT ANY RATE, MAIGRET FELT 
CERTAIN THAT BEYOND THAT DOOR LAY THE SO- 
CALLED FRUIT LOFT. HE WENT OVER TO IT. 

“WHAT ARE YOU LOOKING FOR?” HE ASKED. 

NO ANSWER OTHER THAN A DIRTY LOOK. THEN 
SUDDENLY ALBERT FORLACROIX BENT DOWN. ON 
THE FLOOR LEADING FROM THE BEDROOM TO THE 
FRUIT LOFT THERE WERE FAINT FOOTPRINTS TO BE 
SEEN, THE TRACK OF A MAN’S SHOES IN MUDDY 
OUTLINE, AND THE MUD STILL SLIGHTLY DAMP. 

“WHO’S THERE?” 

ALBERT STRODE ACROSS TO THE WINDOW OF THE 
FRUIT LOFT. IT HAD BEEN LEFT SLIGHTLY OPEN, 

AND COLD AIR WAS BLOWING INTO THE ROOM. 

MAIGRET RETURNED TO THE BEDROOM. THE GIRL 
WAS PROPPED UP IN BED AS BEFORE, AND SHE HAD 
MADE NO ATTEMPT TO COVER HER NAKED BREAST. 
ON THE EVIDENCE, IT MUST BE PRESUMED THAT 
LAST NIGHT, POSSIBLY WHILE MAIGRET WAS 
ACTUALLY IN THE HOUSE, THERE HAD BEEN A MAN 
IN THIS SAME ROOM, IN THIS SAME BED. 



ALBERT CROSSED THE BEDROOM WITH LONG 
STRIDES AND WENT OUT MAIGRET FOLLOWED HIM. 
THE JUDGE, WAITING IN THE CORRIDOR, 
MURMURED: 

“I SHAN’T BE ABLE TO LOCK THE DOOR NOW... ” 

HIS SON SHRUGGED INDIFFERENTLY, AS IF IT 
WERE NO CONCERN OF HIS, AND WENT 
DOWNSTAIRS, WITH MAIGRET CLOSE ON HIS HEELS. 

“MEJAT!” 

“YES, CHIEF.” 

“I WANT YOU TO KEEP WATCH ON THE HOUSE... 
FROM THE OUTSIDE.” 

HE RECOVERED HIS COAT AND HAT, WHICH WERE 
HANGING ON A HOOK IN THE HALL. IT WAS STILL 
QUITE DARK, BUT THERE WAS A GOOD DEAL OF 
ACTIVITY GOING ON OUTSIDE, WHERE A HUBBUB 
OF VOICES AND SCUFFLINGS COULD BE HEARD. 

“WHEN I ASKED YOU JUST NOW WHETHER YOU 
KNEW THE NAME OF THE INTRUDER, YOU DIDN’T 
ANSWER. CAN YOU SAY WHO HE IS?” 

THE LITTLE CUSTOMS OFFICER, LOOKING 
THOROUGHLY PUT OUT, WAS LURKING OUTSIDE. 
MAIGRET PRETENDED NOT TO SEE HIM. 

AS FOR ALBERT, HE WAS IN NO HURRY TO GIVE 
INFORMATION. A VERY ODD YOUNG MAN. 

“CAN I GO TO WORK NOW? OR ARE YOU 
INTENDING TO ARREST ME?” 

“BY ALL MEANS, GO TO WORK... UNLESS THERE’S 
ANYTHING YOU WANT TO TELL ME... ABOUT THAT 
MAN WHOSE FOOTPRINTS YOU SAW IN YOUR 
SISTER’S BEDROOM...” 

AT THIS, ALBERT STOPPED DEAD, AND LAID HIS 
HAND ON MAIGRET’S SHOULDER. THEY HAD 
REACHED THE WATER’S EDGE. THE TIDE WAS GOING 
OUT FAST, LEAVING BEHIND A TRACT OF BLISTERED 



MUD. A GROUP OF MEN AND WOMEN, ALL WEARING 
BREECHES AND RUBBER BOOTS, WERE LOADING 
EMPTY BASKETS INTO FLAT BOATS, WHICH THEY 
PROPELLED WITH POLES. 

“THE MAN? SEE THERE... THAT’S THE ONE.” 

ALBERT POINTED TO A YOUNG MAN ALMOST AS 
TALL AND BRAWNY AS HIMSELF, AND DRESSED AS 
HE WAS, WHO, HAVING HELPED AN OLD WOMAN 
INTO HER BOAT, WAS PUSHING IT OUT WITH A POLE. 

“AIRAUD IS HIS NAME... MARCEL AIRAUD.” 

AND SO SAYING, HE WENT INTO ONE OF THE 
SHEDS, FROM WHICH HE SOON RE-EMERGED 
CARRYING A LOAD OF BASKETS. 

THE CHAMBERMAID AT THE HOTEL DU PORT WAS 
ALREADY BUSY, SLUICING AND SCRUBBING THE 
TILED FLOOR OF THE BAR, WHEN MAIGRET CAME IN 
THE DOOR. 

“WHERE ON EARTH HAVE YOU BEEN?” SHE 
EXCLAIMED IN AMAZEMENT. “HAVE YOU BEEN UP 
ALL NIGHT?” 

HE SAT DOWN BESIDE THE STOVE, AND ORDERED 
COFFEE, BREAD, SAUSAGE, AND CHEESE. AND ONLY 
THEN, COMFORTABLY INSTALLED ON THE PADDED 
BENCH, DID HE ASK, BETWEEN MOUTHFULS: 

“DO YOU KNOW ANYONE BY THE NAME OF 
AIRAUD?” 

“MARCEL, D’YOU MEAN?” SHE REPLIED, WITH SO 
MUCH FEELING THAT HE LOOKED AT HER WITH 
CLOSER ATTENTION. 

“MARCEL AIRAUD, YES.” 

“HE’S A LOCAL BOY... WHY DO YOU ASK?” 

ONE THING WAS PLAIN AT ANY RATE. THE YOUNG 
MAN MEANT SOMETHING TO HER. 

“A MUSSEL-GATHERER? IS HE MARRIED?” 



“NOT ON YOUR LIFE!” 

“IS HE ENGAGED?” 

“WHY ASK ME?” 

“NO PARTICULAR REASON... I GOT THE 
IMPRESSION THAT HE WAS HANGING AROUND THE 
JUDGE’S DAUGHTER.” 

“THAT’S A LIE, FOR A START!” SHE EXCLAIMED 
BETWEEN CLENCHED TEETH. “OTHERS, MAYBE. 

AND WHAT’S MORE, THEY DON’T HAVE TO HANG 
AROUND, EITHER, OR HANG BACK, FOR THAT 
MATTER, BECAUSE THAT GIRL, IF YOU REALLY 
WANT TO KNOW, IS A... A...” 

SHE WAS GROPING FOR THE MOST OFFENSIVE 
WORD SHE COULD THINK OF, BUT WHAT SHE 
EVENTUALLY CAME OUT WITH WAS HARMLESS 
ENOUGH. 

“A NOTHING... EVERYONE KNOWS THAT... AND IF 
HER BROTHER HAD KEPT ON BASHING EVERY MAN 
SHE INVITED INTO HER BEDROOM...” 

“ARE THERE SO MANY?” 

“PRACTICALLY THE WHOLE VILLAGE! AND THEN 
THERE WAS THAT TIME WHEN SHE RAN AWAY TO 
POITIERS... WHEN THEY FINALLY CAUGHT UP WITH 
HER, SHE WAS IN A RARE OLD STATE! IF ANYONE IS 
SUGGESTING THAT MARCEL AND SHE...” 

“I’D BE OBLIGED IF YOU’D POUR ME SOME MORE 
COFFEE. OH, AND ONE MORE THING: THAT MAN 
WHO ARRIVED BY BUS ON TUESDAY... WHAT TIME 
DID HE GET HERE?” 

“HE WAS ON THE FOUR-THIRTY BUS.” 

“DID HE LEAVE RIGHT AWAY?” 

“HE JUST POPPED IN TO SAY THAT HE’D BE BACK 
FOR DINNER, AND THEN HE MADE OFF TOWARD THE 
BRIDGE... I DON’T KNOW... IT WAS ALREADY DARK 
BY THEN.” 



“WOULD YOU RECOGNIZE HIM IF I SHOWED YOU 
A PHOTOGRAPH?” 

“I MIGHT, YES.” 

“OH, WELL, IT’S TIME I GOT SOME SLEEP.” 

SHE STARED AT HIM IN AMAZEMENT. 

“LET’S SEE NOW... IT’S SIX O’CLOCK... PLEASE 
WAKE ME AT EIGHT WITH SOME VERY STRONG 
COFFEE... YOU WON’T LET ME DOWN, WILL YOU, 
MY DEAR? YOU’RE NOT TOO ANGRY WITH ME 
BECAUSE OF WHAT I SAID ABOUT MARCEL, I HOPE?” 

“WHAT’S IT GOT TO DO WITH ME?” 

HE SLEPT SOUNDLY. IT WAS AN INESTIMABLE 
GIFT, THIS CAPACITY TO FALL ASLEEP ANYWHERE, 
ANY TIME, AND THUS SHELVE HIS PREOCCUPATIONS 
FROM ONE MINUTE TO THE NEXT. 

AND WHEN THE GIRL, WHOSE NAME WAS 
THERESE, WOKE HIM WITH A POT OF STEAMING 
COFFEE, A PLEASANT SURPRISE AWAITED HIM. THE 
ENTIRE FACE OF THINGS HAD CHANGED. THE SUN 
WAS STREAMING IN THROUGH THE WINDOW. THE 
ROOM WAS FILLED WITH THAT MULTITUDE OF TINY 
SOUNDS WHICH MAKE UP THE HUBBUB OF DAILY 
LIFE. 

“I’D BE MUCH OBLIGED, MY DEAR, IF YOU WOULD 
BRING ME UP SOME SOAP. AND IF THERE’S A 
SAFETY RAZOR TO BE HAD HEREABOUTS, WOULD 
YOU BUY ME ONE, AND A SHAVING BRUSH AT THE 
SAME TIME?” 

IN THE INTERVAL, HE LEANED OUT OF THE 
WINDOW, DRINKING IN THE COLD TANGY AIR, LIKE 
FRESH WATER FROM THE SPRING. SO THIS WAS THE 
HARBOR WHICH BY NIGHT HAD SEEMED SO BLACK 
AND MUDDY. AND OVER THERE WAS THE JUDGE’S 
HOUSE. AND THE SHEDS ALONG THE WATERFRONT. 

THE SCENE BEFORE HIM FILLED HIM WITH 
DELIGHTED ASTONISHMENT. THE SHACKS, FOR 



INSTANCE, WERE PAINTED IN BRIGHT COLORS, 
WHITE, BLUE, AND GREEN. THE JUDGE’S HOUSE 
WAS PURE WHITE, ROOFED IN TILES OF A SUBTLE 
ROSE COLOR. IT WAS A VERY OLD HOUSE, TO WHICH 
MANY FEATURES HAD BEEN ADDED OVER THE 
CENTURIES. IT WAS, FOR INSTANCE, SURPRISING TO 
DISCOVER THAT THERE WAS A SPACIOUS TERRACE 
BENEATH THE WINDOW OF THE FRUIT LOFT, 
ENCLOSED BY A BALUSTRADE, WITH A HUGE 
GREEN POTTERY URN AT EACH CORNER. 

AND BELOW, BEYOND THE GARDEN FENCE, WAS A 
LITTLE ONE-STORY COTTAGE, ALSO WHITE, 
CONSISTING, NO DOUBT, OF NO MORE THAN TWO 
ROOMS. IT HAD ITS OWN TINY GARDEN, WITH AN 
APPLE TREE, AGAINST WHICH LEANED A LADDER. 
AND SURELY THAT WAS DIDINE HERSELF ON THE 
PORCH, WEARING A WHITE KERCHIEF, WITH HER 
HANDS FOLDED ON HER STOMACH, LOOKING UP AT 
MAIGRET’S WINDOW? 

THE MUSSEL-GATHERERS WERE ALREADY 
RETURNING HOME. TWENTY BOATS, THIRTY BOATS, 
ODD-LOOKING FLAT PUNTS KNOWN LOCALLY AS 
ACONS, DOCKED ALONGSIDE THE QUAY, AND 
BASKET UPON BASKET OF BLUE-BLACK MUSSELS 
WAS LOADED INTO GREAT, RUMBLING TRUCKS. 

“THE ONLY RAZOR I COULD GET WAS A SPECIAL 
OFFER AT THREE FRANCS FIFTY, BUT THE MAN IN 
THE SHOP SAYS...” 

WELL, SPECIAL OFFER OR NOT, IT WOULD HAVE 
TO DO. MAIGRET DID NOT FEEL IN THE LEAST 
SLEEPY. HE WAS AS FRESH AS IF HE HAD SPENT THE 
WHOLE NIGHT IN HIS OWN BED. WHAT ABOUT A 
DROP OF WHITE WINE IN THE BAR BEFORE GOING 
OUT? WELL, WHY NOT? 

“WOULD YOU LIKE ME TO CLEAN YOUR SHOES?” 

YES, INDEED. AWAY WITH THE MUD. HE WANTED 
EVERYTHING CLEAN AND NEAT. AND, CATCHING 



SIGHT OF INSPECTOR MEJAT IN THE DISTANCE 
LOOKING LIKE A BEDRAGGLED COCKEREL DRYING 
ITS FEATHERS IN THE SUN, HE COULD NOT HELP 
SMILING. 

“ANY NEW DEVELOPMENTS, SON?” 

“NONE, CHIEF... TWO WOMEN TURNED UP, ONE 
OLD, ONE YOUNG. THE CHARWOMEN, I SUPPOSE. 
WHAT’S MORE, AS YOU CAN SEE...” 

THE THREE WINDOWS ON THE GROUND FLOOR 
WERE OPEN. THEY WERE THE WINDOWS OF THE 
LIBRARY, WHERE MAIGRET AND THE JUDGE HAD 
SAT BY THE FIRE FOR PART OF THE NIGHT. AN OLD 
WOMAN WEARING A WHITE KERCHIEF WAS 
SHAKING THE RUGS OUT OF A WINDOW, RELEASING 
A CLOUD OF FINE GILDED DUST INTO THE 
SUNLIGHT. 

“WHAT ABOUT THE JUDGE?” 

“NO SIGN OF HIM... OR OF THE YOUNG LADY... 
UNLIKE THAT PEST OF A FELLOW OVER THERE, WHO 
NEVER STOPS TALKING.” 

MAIGRET FOLLOWED HIS POINTING FINGER, AND 
SAW HIS FRIEND THE CUSTOMS OFFICER, WHOSE 
SQUINT WAS EVEN MORE PRONOUNCED IN THE 
SUNLIGHT THAN IT HAD BEEN THE NIGHT BEFORE. 
HE WAS EAGERLY AWAITING A SUMMONS FROM 
MAIGRET. THE SLIGHTEST SIGN WOULD HAVE 
BROUGHT HIM RUNNING. 

“WAIT HERE TILL I GET BACK. I WON’T BE LONG.” 

“WOULD YOU MIND IF I JUST SLIPPED AWAY FOR A 
CUP OF COFFEE?” 

NO SOONER ASKED THAN GRANTED. MAIGRET 
WAS IN HIS MOST BENIGN MOOD. PRESENTLY, HE 
MADE HIS WAY TO THE POLICE STATION, AND 
INTRODUCED HIMSELF TO THE SERGEANT. 

“FIRST OF ALL, I’LL NEED TO USE YOUR 
TELEPHONE. WOULD YOU GET ME THE PUBLIC 



PROSECUTOR’S OFFICE AT FA ROCHE-SUR-YON?” 

THE PROSECUTOR HAD NOT YET ARRIVED. HIS 
DEPUTY LISTENED AS MAIGRET MADE HIS REPORT, 
AND AGREED TO TAKE THE NECESSARY STEPS. 
NEXT, HE RANG LUCON, AND THEN MADE TWO OR 
THREE OTHER CALLS. 

WELL! THINGS WERE ON THE MOVE. IN SPITE OF 
EVERYTHING, MAIGRET HAD SOMEHOW MANAGED 
TO START THE MACHINE ROLLING. 

NATURALLY, HE FELT A PANG OF NOSTALGIA. IN 
PARIS, HE WOULD HAVE HAD HIS WHOLE TRUSTED 
TEAM TO CALL UPON, SPLENDID FELLOWS, WHO 
WERE SO FAMILIAR WITH HIS METHODS THAT THEY 
SCARCELY NEEDED INSTRUCTIONS: LUCAS, 
RECENTLY PROMOTED TO INSPECTOR, JANVIER, 
TORRENCE, AND ALL THE BOYS IN CRIMINAL 
RECORDS AND FORENSICS... 

HERE, HE HAD TO WAIT UNTIL MIDDAY BEFORE 
THE PHOTOGRAPHER ARRIVED, AND THE 
POLICEMAN DETAILED TO WATCH THE JUDGE’S 
HOUSE GLARED SO FEROCIOUSLY AT ALL WHO 
CAME NEAR THAT THE CAFE ON THE CORNER WAS 
SOON BUZZING WITH SPECULATION AS TO WHAT 
COULD BE AMISS. 

MAIGRET RANG THE BELL. THE OLD WOMAN 
OPENED THE DOOR. 

“ELL GO AND SEE IF HIS HONOR IS...” 

“SHOW HIM IN, ELISA.” 

HE WAS IN THE BIG ROOM, WITH EVERYTHING 
ABOUT HIM IN PERFECT ORDER, AND THE SUN 
STREAMING IN THROUGH THE THREE WINDOWS. 

“I’VE BROUGHT A PHOTOGRAPHER. YOU HAVE 
LEFT THE CORPSE UNDISTURBED IN THE 
LAUNDRYROOM, I TRUST?” 

“ELL GIVE YOU THE KEY. I LOCKED THE DOOR TO 
KEEP THE WOMEN OUT.” 



“DON’T THEY KNOW?” 

“NOT YET. I THOUGHT IT WISER.” 

“IS YOUR DAUGHTER UP YET?” 

WHAT A QUESTION! AS IF MAIGRET COULD NOT 
HEAR HER PLAYING THE PIANO UPSTAIRS. 

“IS SHE STILL IN THE DARK, TOO?” 

“ABSOLUTELY.” 

IN ALL HIS EXPERIENCE, MAIGRET DOUBTED IF 
HE HAD EVER ENCOUNTERED SUCH STUBBORN 
IMPERTURBABILITY. 

HERE WAS A MAN OF GREAT REFINEMENT, A 
CULTURED, PEACEABLE MAN, WHO, AFTER AN 
EVENING OF BRIDGE, FINDING HIS GIANT OF A SON 
SITTING AT THE TOP OF HIS STAIRCASE, REACTED 
AS IF IT WERE THE MOST NATURAL THING IN THE 
WORLD. 

AND THE FOLLOWING MORNING, HE OPENED A 
DOOR, TO DISCOVER THE DEAD BODY OF A MAN, A 
MAN WHO HAD BEEN MURDERED! 

STILL HE REMAINED UNMOVED, MENTIONING IT 
TO NO ONE, GOING OUT FOR HIS USUAL WALK IN 
THE COMPANY OF HIS DAUGHTER. 

THEN FOLLOWED THE WAITING FOR A 
FAVORABLE TIDE, THE SEWING OF THE BODY INTO 
SACKS. THEN... 

THE ARRIVAL OF THE POLICE. HIS SON IRRUPTING 
ONTO THE SCENE IN A HIGHLY EXCITABLE STATE. 
THE BREAKING DOWN OF THE DAUGHTER’S 
BEDROOM DOOR. THE FOOTPRINTS, INDICATING 
THAT A MAN HAD SPENT PART OF THE NIGHT IN 
THAT ROOM. 

STILL THE JUDGE REMAINED UNPERTURBED. THE 
CHARWOMEN ARRIVED AT THEIR USUAL HOUR, 
AND QUIETLY WENT ABOUT THEIR DAILY BUSINESS 
OF CLEANING THE HOUSE. THE GIRL WITH THE 



NAKED BREAST SAT AT HER PIANO, PLAYING. HER 
FATHER DID NO MORE THAN LOCK THE DOOR OF 
THE LAUNDRYROOM WHERE THE CORPSE LAY... 

THE PHOTOGRAPHER SET TO WORK, AND THE 
JUDGE WATCHED HIM AS IF THERE WERE NOTHING 
IN THE LEAST STRANGE ABOUT PROPPING UP A 
DEAD MAN IN A SITTING POSITION, AND TRYING TO 
MAKE HIM LOOK AS LIFELIKE AS POSSIBLE. 

“I SHOULD WARN YOU,” SAID MAIGRET GRUFFLY, 
“THAT THE PUBLIC PROSECUTOR’S DEPUTY WILL BE 
ARRIVING ABOUT THREE THIS AFTERNOON. I’D BE 
GRATEFUL IF YOU WOULD REMAIN INDOORS UNTIL 
HE GETS HERE. AND THAT GOES FOR 
MADEMOISELLE FORLACROIX, TOO.” 

WELL, WELL, HOW ODD THAT SOUNDED! IT WAS 
HARD TO THINK OF THE GIRL HE HAD SEEN IN BED 
WITH ONE BREAST EXPOSED AS “MADEMOISELLE 
FORLACROIX.” WAS THIS PERHAPS BECAUSE A MAN 
HAD LEFT MUDDY FOOTPRINTS IN HER BEDROOM? 

“MAY I ASK IF MY SON HAS SAID ANYTHING TO 
YOU, CHIEF SUPERINTENDENT? WOULD YOU CARE 
FOR A GLASS OF PORT?” 

“NO, THANKS... YOUR SON MERELY POINTED OUT 
A MAN BY THE NAME OF MARCEL AIRAUD. DO YOU 
KNOW HIM?” 

THE JUDGE BLINKED, AND DREW IN HIS BREATH. 

“SO YOU, TOO, SUSPECT THIS MARCEL OF BEING 
THE MAN IN YOUR DAUGHTER’S BEDROOM?” 

A LOW MURMUR, SCARCELY MORE THAN A 
WHISPER. 

“I DON’T KNOW.” 

THE DOOR OF THE LIBRARY STOOD OPEN. LOGS 
BLAZED IN THE GRATE. 

“COME IN HERE A MOMENT, WILL YOU?” 



IT WAS AN APPEAL FROM THE HEART. THE 
PHOTOGRAPHER WAS LEFT OUTSIDE. 

“YOU DO UNDERSTAND, DON’T YOU?” 

MAIGRET SAID NOTHING. THE WHOLE SITUATION 
MADE HIM FEEL THOROUGHLY UNCOMFORTABLE, 
ESPECIALLY IN THE PRESENCE OF THE GIRL’S 
FATHER. 

“IT WAS ON HER ACCOUNT THAT I LEFT 
VERSAILLES AND CAME TO LIVE HERE IN THIS 
HOUSE, WHICH HAS BELONGED TO MY FAMILY FOR 
GENERATIONS, AND WHERE WE USED 
OCCASIONALLY TO SPEND A MONTH OR SO IN THE 
SUMMER.” 

“HOW OLD WAS SHE THEN?” 

“SIXTEEN. THE DOCTORS WARNED ME THAT HER 
ATTACKS WERE LIKELY TO RECUR MORE AND MORE 
FREQUENTLY AS SHE GREW OLDER... SOMETIMES 
SHE IS PERFECTLY NORMAL.” 

HE LOOKED AWAY. THEN, WITH A SHRUG: 

“I DIDN’T TELL YOU ALL THIS AT FIRST, BECAUSE 
I WAS HOPING... I DON’T REALLY KNOW WHAT I WAS 
HOPING FOR... NOW DO YOU SEE WHY IT WOULD 
HAVE BEEN BETTER IF THE BODY HAD BEEN SWEPT 
OUT TO SEA? EVERYONE WILL SAY... GOD ONLY 
KNOWS WHAT THEY WILL DREAM UP! NOT TO 
MENTION THAT FOOL ALBERT.” 

“WHAT WAS HE DOING HERE THAT NIGHT?” 

TOO LATE. THE JUDGE’S EMOTIONAL OUTBURST 
WAS SPENT. JUST FOR A SECOND OR TWO, IT HAD 
SEEMED AS IF HE WERE ABOUT TO LET HIMSELF GO, 
AND TAKE MAIGRET INTO HIS CONFIDENCE. 

HAD MAIGRET PHRASED THE QUESTION TOO 
BLUNTLY? 

THE JUDGE’S COLD GAZE WAS UPON HIM. HIS 
PALE EYES, IN THE SUNLIGHT, SEEMED ALMOST 



COLORLESS. 

“NO! IT WASN’T ABOUT THAT... IT’S OF NO 
IMPORTANCE... ARE YOU SURE YOU WON’T TAKE A 
GLASS OF PORT? A PORTUGUESE FRIEND OF MINE...” 

ONE OF HIS FRIENDS SENT HIM ARMAGNAC, 
ANOTHER PORT. IT WAS AS IF HIS ONLY CONCERN 
WAS TO SURROUND HIMSELF WITH EVERY 
REFINEMENT OF GRACIOUS LIVING. 

THROUGH THE GAP IN THE CURTAINS, HE CAUGHT 
SIGHT OF THE POLICEMAN PACING UP AND DOWN 
OUTSIDE. WITH A NERVOUS LITTLE LAUGH, HE 
ASKED: 

“IS HE THERE ON ME ACCOUNT?” 

“YOU KNOW I HAVE NO CHOICE IN THE MATTER.” 

HE SIGHED AND THEN, RATHER UNEXPECTEDLY, 
SAID: 

“IT’S ALL VERY REGRETTABLE, CHIEF 
SUPERINTENDENT! OH, WELL...” 

THE RIPPLING NOTES OF THE PIANO COULD BE 
HEARD ABOVE THEIR HEADS, AND CHOPIN’S 
HARMONIES SEEMED ADMIRABLY IN KEEPING WITH 
THE ATMOSPHERE OF THIS CIVILIZED 
GENTLEMAN’S RESIDENCE, WHERE THE TENOR OF 
LIFE OUGHT TO HAVE BEEN SO SMOOTH. 

“SEE YOU LATER,” SNAPPED MAIGRET ABRUPTLY, 
FIRMLY RESISTING THE TEMPTATION TO REMAIN. 

THE HOTEL DU PORT WAS CROWDED WITH MEN 
BACK FROM THE MUSSEL BEDS. WHO HAD BEEN 
SPREADING THE WORD? AT ANY RATE, ALL EYES 
WERE FOCUSED ON MAIGRET AS HE SAT DOWN AT A 
TABLE WITH MEJAT AND ORDERED LUNCH. 

THE BLUE DENIM OVERALLS OF THE MEN, 
STREAKED WITH RAIN AND SEA WATER, PRESENTED 
A RICH VARIETY OF SHADES. THE LITTLE SERVANT 
GIRL, THERESE, SEEMED AGITATED, AND MAIGRET, 



FOLLOWING HER GLANCE, CAUGHT SIGHT OF 
MARCEL AIRAUD DRINKING VIN ROSE AMONG A 
GROUP OF MEN. 

HE WAS A YOUNG MAN OF ABOUT TWENTY-FIVE, 
SLOW-MOVING AND PLACID, THICKSET AND HEAVY, 
AS THEY ALL WERE, ESPECIALLY IN THEIR HIGH 
BOOTS. 

THE HUBBUB OF LOUD VOICES HAD CEASED. ALL 
THE MEN IN THE ROOM WERE LOOKING AT 
MAIGRET. THEN THEY DRANK FROM THEIR MUGS, 
WIPED THEIR MOUTHS, AND TRIED TO THINK OF 
SOMETHING TO SAY, ANYTHING TO BREAK THE 
AWKWARD SILENCE. 

ONE OF THE OLDER MEN MADE THE FIRST MOVE: 

“BETTER BE GETTING HOME TO LUNCH, OR THE 
OLD LADY WILL BE FURIOUS.” 

THEN, ONE BY ONE, THE OTHERS DISPERSED. 

MARCEL WAS AMONG THE LAST REMAINING AT 
THE BAR, LEANING ON HIS ELBOW, WITH HIS CHEEK 
RESTING ON HIS OPEN PALM. THERESE CAME UP TO 
MAIGRET AND ASKED: 

“DO YOU LIKE MOUCLADET 

“WHAT IS IT?” 

“MUSSELS COOKED IN CREAM. IT’S A LOCAL 
SPECIALTY.” 

“I CAN’T STOMACH ANYTHING WITH CREAM,” 
DECLARED MEJAT. 

MARCEL WAITED UNTIL SHE HAD GONE, AND 
THEN CAME UP TO MAIGRET’S TABLE. HE DREW UP 
A RUSH-SEATED CHAIR AND, TOUCHING HIS CAP, 

SAT DOWN ASTRIDE IT. 

“I SHOULD LIKE A WORD WITH YOU, CHIEF 
SUPERINTENDENT, SIR.” 



THERE WAS NO SERVILITY IN HIS MANNER, NOR 
ANY BRAVADO. HE WAS COMPLETELY AT EASE. 

“HOW DO YOU KNOW WHO I AM?” 

THE YOUNG MAN SHRUGGED. 

“ONE HEARS THINGS. EVER SINCE WE GOT BACK 
FROM WORK, TONGUES HAVE BEEN WAGGING.” 

THE ROOM WAS EMPTY NOW EXCEPT FOR 
THEMSELVES AND A COUPLE OF FISHERMEN AT A 
CORNER TABLE SOME WAY OFF, TRYING TO CATCH 
WHAT WAS BEING SAID. THE CLATTER OF PLATES 
COULD BE HEARD IN THE KITCHEN. 

“IS IT TRUE THAT THERE IS A MURDERED MAN IN 
THE JUDGE’S HOUSE?” 

UNDER THE TABLE, MEJAT NUDGED MAIGRET’S 
KNEE WITH HIS OWN. MAIGRET, WITH HIS MOUTH 
FULL, RAISED HIS HEAD AND CALMLY LOOKED THE 
YOUNG MAN FULL IN THE FACE. MARCEL’S GLANCE 
DID NOT WAVER. 

“YES.” 

“IN THE FRUIT LOFT?” 

AND NOW THERE WERE TINY BEADS OF DEWY 
MOISTURE ON THE YOUNG MAN’S UPPER LIP. 

“ARE YOU FAMILIAR WITH THE FRUIT LOFT?” 

HE DID NOT REPLY, BUT GLANCED UNEASILY AT 
THERESE, WHO HAD JUST REAPPEARED CARRYING 
A STEAMING TUREEN OF MOUCLADE. 

“WHEN DID IT HAPPEN?” 

“LET ME FIRST PUT A QUESTION TO YOU. WHAT 
TIME DID YOU ARRIVE HOME LAST NIGHT? YOU 
LIVE WITH YOUR MOTHER, ISN’T THAT SO?” 

“WHAT HAS ALBERT BEEN SAYING?” 

“I’M ASKING THE QUESTIONS.” 

“IT WAS BARELY MIDNIGHT.” 



“DO YOU ALWAYS LEAVE THE JUDGE’S HOUSE AS 
EARLY AS THAT?” 

ANOTHER UNEASY GLANCE, THIS TIME TOWARD 
THE KITCHEN, INTO WHICH THERESE HAD JUST 
DISAPPEARED. 

“IT DEPENDS... ” 

IT WAS A GREAT SHAME TO HAVE TO DISCUSS 
SUCH THINGS WHILE EATING THE MOUCLADE, 
WHICH WAS A MASTERPIECE OF CULINARY ART. 
ALMOST WITHOUT THINKING, MAIGRET STROVE TO 
IDENTIFY A FLAVOR OF... NOW, WHAT ON EARTH 
COULD IT BE? THE MEREST HINT... THE LIGHTEST 
TOUCH OF... 

“WHAT ABOUT TUESDAY?” HE ASKED. 

“I WASN’T THERE ON TUESDAY.” 

MAIGRET FROWNED, FROZE FOR A SECOND IN AN 
ATTITUDE OF ABSTRACTION, AND THEN SUDDENLY 
BURST OUT IN TRIUMPH. 

“CURRY! I BET YOU ANYTHING YOU LIKE THERE’S 
A TOUCH OF CURRY IN IT.” 

“DON’T YOU BELIEVE ME?” 

“ABOUT TUESDAY? MY DEAR FELLOW, I HAVEN’T 
THE LEAST IDEA. HOW CAN I POSSIBLY TELL AT 
THIS STAGE?” 

“I SWEAR TO YOU...” 

MAIGRET WANTED TO BELIEVE HIM, JUST AS HE 
WANTED TO BELIEVE THE JUDGE. JUST AS, 
INSTINCTIVELY, HE COULDN’T HELP BELIEVING 
ALBERT. 

WHICH DIDN’T ALTER THE FACT THAT THE 
CORPSE COULD NOT HAVE GOT THERE BY ITSELF. 


« A » 


4: Official Proceedings 


ALL IN ALL, MAIGRET HAD NO CAUSE FOR 
COMPLAINT. THINGS HAD WORKED OUT VERY 
WELL, SPLENDIDLY, IN FACT, AND WHEN THE 
BUSINESS WAS CONCLUDED, MONSIEUR 
BOURDEILLE-JAMINET HAD CONDESCENDED TO 
MURMUR A FEW LANGUID WORDS OF 
CONGRATULATION. 

IT WAS MAIGRET WHO HAD FIXED UPON THE 
TOWN HALL, ON THE GROUNDS THAT THE POLICE 
STATION WAS ALTOGETHER TOO GLOOMY AND 
SMELLED OF MOLDY LEATHER, CABBAGE SOUP, 

AND UNWASHED CHILDREN. THE COUNCIL 
CHAMBER OF THE TOWN HALL WAS SPACIOUS, 
FRESHLY WHITEWASHED, AND DAZZLINGLY CLEAN. 
THERE WAS A FLAG IN A CORNER, A BUST OF THE 
REPUBLIC ON THE CHIMNEYPIECE, AND A PILE OF 
SOCIAL-SECURITY BOOKS ON THE TABLE, WHICH 
WAS COVERED WITH GREEN BAIZE. 

THE DIGNITARIES ARRIVED IN TWO CARS, LED BY 
THE PUBLIC PROSECUTOR, MONSIEUR BOURDEILLE- 
JAMINET, WHO WAS SO TALL THAT IT WAS A 
WONDER HE COULD SEE HIS OWN FEET. NEXT CAME 
HIS DEPUTY, FOLLOWED BY AN EXAMINING 
MAGISTRATE, WHOSE NAME MAIGRET DID NOT 
CATCH, AND THEN A CLERK, THE POLICE SURGEON, 
AND A LOCAL POLICE OFFICER. 

A DETACHMENT OF POLICE HAD ALSO ARRIVED 
FROM LUQON, AND THESE HAD SEEN FIT TO FORM A 
CORDON IN THE STREET, THUS ENSURING THAT 
CROWDS WOULD GATHER, EVEN IF THEY WERE 
WHOLLY IGNORANT OF WHAT WAS AFOOT. 

THE CORPSE WAS ALREADY THERE, IN THE 
COURTYARD. THE POLICE SURGEON HAD OBTAINED 
PERMISSION TO WORK IN THE OPEN AIR. TRESTLE 
TABLES, NORMALLY USED FOR BANQUETS, HAD 
BEEN BROUGHT OUT. AFTER SOME DELAY, DOCTOR 
BRENEOL HAD ARRIVED, LOOKING EXTREMELY 
AGITATED. HE WAS DISTANTLY RELATED TO THE 



PUBLIC PROSECUTOR. THE TWO MEN EXCHANGED 
COURTESIES, AND FELL INTO CONVERSATION 
ABOUT THE ESTATE OF A FEMALE COUSIN SEVERAL 
TIMES REMOVED. 

EVERYONE WAS SMOKING. THROUGH THE GLASS 
DOOR COULD BE SEEN THE BALLROOM, STILL 
FESTIVE WITH PAPER DECORATIONS LEFT OVER 
FROM THE LAST PARTY, AND WITH BENCHES SET AT 
INTERVALS ALONG THE WALLS FOR THE 
CHAPERONES. 

“FORGIVE ME, GENTLEMEN... MY DEAR FELLOW, 
PERMIT ME TO...” 

THE MEDICAL MEN IN THE COURTYARD. THE 
LEGAL DIGNITARIES IN THE COUNCIL CHAMBER, 
THE CLERK ALMOST HIDDEN BEHIND A PILE OF 
PAPERS. AS FOR THE MAYOR, HE STOOD WAITING IN 
THE DOORWAY LOOKING IMPORTANT, AND 
CHATTING WITH A POLICE SERGEANT. 

AT ONE POINT, MAIGRET REALLY BEGAN TO 
WONDER WHETHER THEY WOULD EVER GET DOWN 
TO BUSINESS, SO LITTLE CONCERNED WITH THE 
CENTRAL DRAMA DID EVERYONE APPEAR TO BE. 
THE JUDGE WAS RAMBLING ON ABOUT SOME DUCK 
SHOOT IN WHICH HE HAD TAKEN PART THE 
PREVIOUS WINTER AT L’AIGUILLON POINT. 

“SUPPOSE YOU AND I MAKE A START,” 

SUGGESTED MAIGRET TO THE CLERK. 

HE BEGAN DICTATING IN A LOW VOICE, ALMOST 
IN A WHISPER, SO AS NOT TO DISTURB ANYONE. 
HAD THERE BEEN ANY NEW DEVELOPMENTS SINCE 
THE MORNING? NOTHING MUCH, REALLY, EXCEPT 
THAT THERESE HAD IDENTIFIED THE CORPSE AS 
THE MAN WHO HAD GOT OFF THE BUS ON TUESDAY. 
THE BUS CONDUCTOR HAD CONFIRMED THE 
IDENTIFICATION, BUT COULD NOT RECALL 
WHETHER THE MAN HAD JOINED THE BUS AT 
LUgON OR TRIAIZE. 



PHOTOGRAPHS OF THE DEAD MAN HAD BEEN 
WIDELY CIRCULATED. 

EVERY POLICEMAN HAD ONE. THEY HAD BEEN 
SHOWN TO ALL THE BAR AND INN KEEPERS ROUND 
ABOUT. TOMORROW, THEY WOULD BE IN ALL THE 
MORNING PAPERS. IN OTHER WORDS, THE USUAL 
ROUTINE INQUIRIES WERE UNDER WAY. 

“ARE YOU GOING TO TREAT US TO SOME 
INTERESTING REVELATIONS, CHIEF 
SUPERINTENDENT?” ASKED THE PUBLIC 
PROSECUTOR JOCULARLY, AS IF HE WERE A 
SCHOOLMASTER ENCOURAGING A PUPIL. 

THE MEDICAL MEN, INURED TO THEIR GRISLY 
WORK, WASHED THEIR HANDS IN THE FOUNTAIN 
BEHIND THE PUBLIC LIBRARY, AND JOINED THE 
OTHERS IN THE COUNCIL CHAMBER. 

THE MURDER WEAPON, AS EXPECTED, WAS 
IDENTIFIED AS A “BLUNT INSTRUMENT.” A VERY 
SEVERE BLOW TO THE HEAD. THE SKULL HAD BEEN 
CRACKED OPEN. THE INTERNAL ORGANS WOULD BE 
EXAMINED LATER... 

A HEALTHY, STRAPPING YOUNG MAN... THE LIVER 
SLIGHTLY ENLARGED. OBVIOUSLY THE DECEASED 
HAD ENJOYED GOOD FOOD AND DRINK... 

“YOU MAY TAKE MY WORD FOR IT, MONSIEUR LE 
PROCUREUR, MY GOOD FRIEND FORLACROIX, WITH 
WHOM I WAS PLAYING BRIDGE ON THE NIGHT IN 
QUESTION, HAD NOTHING WHATEVER TO DO WITH 
THIS MURDER...” 

“SHALL WE GO, GENTLEMEN?” 

IT WAS NOT WORTH BOTHERING WITH CARS FOR 
SO SHORT A JOURNEY, SO THEY WALKED IN 
PROCESSION. FOLLOWED BY THE WHOLE 
POPULATION OF THE VILLAGE! AND, TO CAP IT ALL, 
THE SUN WAS BLAZING CHEERFULLY OVERHEAD. 

“AFTER YOU, MONSIEUR LE PROCUREUR...” 



THE DOOR OPENED BEFORE THEY HAD TIME TO 
RING THE BELL. OLD ELISA USHERED THEM ALL IN. 
JUDGE FORLACROIX HAD RETIRED TO A REMOTE 
CORNER OF THE BIG ROOM. THE SITUATION WAS 
EMBARRASSING. NO ONE QUITE KNEW WHETHER 
OR NOT TO GREET HIM OR SHAKE HIM BY THE 
HAND. 

“YOU’LL FIND THE KEYS IN ALL THE DOORS, 
GENTLEMEN.” 

MAIGRET NOTICED LISE, THE JUDGE’S 
DAUGHTER, SITTING IN AN ARMCHAIR, WATCHING 
THEM WITH WIDE-EYED ASTONISHMENT. A BEAM 
OF LIGHT FROM THE SETTING SUN KINDLED A LOCK 
OF HER HAIR TO A FIERY RED. STRANGE! HE HAD 
NOT NOTICED LAST NIGHT THAT SHE HAD RED, 
FLAMING RED, HAIR. 

“BE SO GOOD AS TO LEAD THE WAY, CHIEF 
SUPERINTENDENT,” SIGHED THE PUBLIC 
PROSECUTOR, VERY MUCH THE MAN OF THE 
WORLD, DEPRECATING THE NEED TO INTRUDE INTO 
ANOTHER MAN’S HOME, AND ANXIOUS TO GET IT 
OVER AS QUICKLY AS POSSIBLE. 

“THIS WAY... THIS IS THE GIRL’S BEDROOM. THE 
JUDGE’S IS AT THE END OF THE PASSAGE... AND 
THIS IS THE FRUIT LOFT...” 

THE SIX MEN, STILL WEARING THEIR HATS AND 
COATS, PEERED ABOUT THEM, BENT DOWN, 
TOUCHED SOME OBJECT HERE AND THERE, SHOOK 
THEIR HEADS. 

“THIS CUPBOARD CONTAINS TOOLS. THIS 
HAMMER HERE COULD BE THE MURDER WEAPON. 

IT HAS BEEN CHECKED FOR FINGERPRINTS, BUT 
THERE ARE NONE...” 

“GLOVES?” INQUIRED THE PUBLIC PROSECUTOR 
LOFTILY, CLEARLY IMPRESSED BY THE 
SHREWDNESS OF HIS OWN OBSERVATION. 



IT WAS A LITTLE AS IF THEY WERE VIEWING THE 
EFFECTS OF A BANKRUPT, PRIOR TO AN AUCTION. 
WERE THEY GOING TO BE ADMITTED TO THE 
JUDGE’S BEDROOM? MAIGRET OPENED THE DOOR. 
THE ROOM WAS OF MODEST PROPORTIONS, 

SOBERLY BUT TASTEFULLY FURNISHED. 
EVERYWHERE, THERE WAS THIS COMBINATION OF 
RUSTIC SIMPLICITY AND REFINEMENT. 

INSPECTOR MEJAT WAS NOT WITH THEM. 

MAIGRET HAD POSTED HIM OUTSIDE THE HOUSE 
WITH INSTRUCTIONS TO KEEP WATCH ON ANY 
LOITERERS, AND NOTE THEIR REACTIONS AND 
COMMENTS. RIGHT AT THE FRONT WAS DIDINE, 
SHAKING HER HEAD, AFFRONTED AT BEING 
RELEGATED TO THE ROLE OF SPECTATOR, SHE WHO, 
WHEN ALL WAS SAID AND DONE, HAD BEEN THE 
PRIME MOVER IN THE AFFAIR. 

AFTER A WHISPERED EXCHANGE IN A CORNER 
WITH THE EXAMINING MAGISTRATE, THE PUBLIC 
PROSECUTOR NODDED AND WENT ACROSS TO 
MAIGRET. 

“I UNDERSTAND THAT IT IS YOUR WISH THAT 
NOTHING SHOULD BE DONE ABOUT ARRESTING HIM 
FOR AT LEAST THE NEXT TWO OR THREE DAYS? THE 
SITUATION IS SOMEWHAT DELICATE, DON’T YOU 
THINK? EXTREMELY DELICATE, IN FACT, SINCE 
THERE IS NO DOUBT THAT THE OFFENSE OF 
CONCEALING THE BODY, AT LEAST, IS PROVEN. 
WELL, IF YOU’RE PREPARED TO TAKE THE 
RESPONSIBILITY... IT’S YOUR REPUTATION... 

YOU’LL REQUIRE A WARRANT, I SUPPOSE, IN CASE 
YOU NEED TO MAKE AN ARREST? PERHAPS YOU 
WOULD PREFER THE NAME TO BE LEFT BLANK?” 

SATISFIED THAT HE HAD DONE HIS DUTY, HE 
SCREWED UP HIS EYES, WHICH WAS HIS WAY OF 
SMILING. 

“VERY WELL, THEN, GENTLEMEN...” 



THEY BEGAN TO DISPERSE. THE FORMALITIES 
WERE AT AN END. DOCTOR BRENEOL DETACHED 
HIMSELF APOLOGETICALLY FROM THE REST, 

SAYING THAT HE WISHED TO STAY ON AT THE 
HOUSE WITH HIS FRIEND FORLACROIX. IT ONLY 
REMAINED FOR THE OTHERS TO GET INTO THEIR 
CARS. HATS WERE RAISED, HANDSHAKES 
EXCHANGED. 

MAIGRET HEAVED A GREAT SIGH. 

AT LAST HE WAS FREE TO BEGIN HIS 
INVESTIGATIONS! 

THERE SHE WAS, FACING HIM, VERY STIFF, HER 
LIPS PURSED. 

“WHEN YOU ARE READY TO SEE ME, THERE ARE 
THINGS I COULD TELL YOU.” 

“BUT OF COURSE, MADAME DIDINE! LET ME SEE 
NOW... ELL CALL ON YOU THIS VERY EVENING, IF I 
MAY.” 

DRAWING HER SHAWL CLOSE ABOUT HER 
SHOULDERS, SHE STUMPED OFF. LITTLE CLUMPS OF 
PEOPLE WERE GATHERED HERE AND THERE. 
EVERYONE WAS WATCHING MAIGRET. A FEW 
IMPUDENT BOYS SCAMPERED AT HIS HEELS, ONE OF 
THEM EVEN GOING SO FAR AS TO MIMIC THE CHIEF 
SUPERINTENDENT’S LUMBERING WALK. 

THE LITTLE SELF-CONTAINED WORLD WAS 
CLOSING IN ON ITSELF. THE OFFICIAL PROCEEDINGS 
WERE OVER, THE LEGAL DIGNITARIES HAD 
DEPARTED, AND NOW THE VILLAGE COULD RESUME 
ITS NORMAL LIFE, THE ONLY DIFFERENCE BEING 
THE PRESENCE OF MAIGRET, WHO HAD BEGUN, AS 
IT WERE, TO DIG HIMSELF IN. THERE WAS NO POINT 
IN TURNING ON THE CHILDREN AND SENDING THEM 
PACKING. THEY WOULD GET USED TO HIM IN TIME. 

CATCHING SIGHT OF THE MAYOR STANDING ON 
THE PORCH OF HIS DOMAIN, MAIGRET WENT 



ACROSS TO HAVE A WORD WITH HIM. 

“IT OCCURRED TO ME JUST NOW, CHIEF 
SUPERINTENDENT... OBVIOUSLY, YOU’LL NEED 
SOMEWHERE TO WORK... I’D BE DELIGHTED TO LET 
YOU HAVE THE KEY TO THE TOWN HALL.” 

AN EXCELLENT IDEA! THE ALL-WHITE COUNCIL 
CHAMBER HAD GREAT CHARM, AND MAIGRET LOST 
NO TIME IN TAKING POSSESSION OF IT. HE WANTED 
TO GET THE FEEL OF IT, AND MAKE HIMSELF AT 
HOME THERE. THE STOVE ON THE RIGHT. HE WOULD 
HAVE TO ARRANGE FOR IT TO BE LIT EVERY 
MORNING, AND KEPT GOING THROUGHOUT THE 
DAY. HE PUT HIS PIPE ON THE TABLE, WITH HIS 
TOBACCO POUCH BESIDE IT. THE WINDOW LOOKED 
OUT ONTO A COURTYARD WITH A LIME TREE, AND 
BEYOND IT AN IRON-BARRED GATE, WHICH OPENED 
ONTO A STREET LEADING DOWN TO THE SEA. 

WHOSE WERE THOSE RAPID FOOTSTEPS? GOOD. IT 
WAS ONLY MEJAT. 

HE BURST IN, MUCH OUT OF BREATH. 

“I SAY, CHIEF... I THINK I’M ON TO SOMETHING... 
MARCEL AIRAUD...” 

“WELL?” 

“I LISTENED TO WHAT PEOPLE WERE SAYING, AS 
YOU TOLD ME, AND THERE’S A RUMOR GOING 
AROUND ABOUT MARCEL... APPARENTLY, AFTER HE 
LEFT YOU EARLIER, HE WENT DOWN TO HIS BOAT 

-IT HAS A MOTOR... IT WAS SEEN MOVING OUT 

INTO THE BAY IN THE DIRECTION OF THE PONT DU 
BRAULT... NOW AS FAR AS ANYONE KNOWS, HE HAS 
NO BUSINESS THERE... IT’S THE WRONG TIME OF 
DAY FOR MUSSEL-GATHERING.” 

THERE WAS A TELEPHONE ON THE TABLE. 
MAIGRET PICKED UP THE RECEIVER. 

“HELLO, MADEMOISELLE. DO YOU KNOW OF 
ANYONE WITH A TELEPHONE NEAR THE PONT DU 



BRAULT?... ONLY ONE HOUSE?... AN INN? CONNECT 
ME WITH THEM, WILL YOU?... CHIEF 
SUPERINTENDENT MAIGRET, THAT’S RIGHT... I’M AT 
THE TOWN HALL, AND I SHALL BE NEEDING YOUR 
SERVICES A GOOD DEAL, I THINK... ” 

HE GLANCED UP AT THE ELECTRIC LIGHT, WHICH 
EMITTED A DULL, YELLOWISH GLOW. 

“SEE IF YOU CAN GET HOLD OF A HUNDRED-WATT 
BULB, MEJAT. HELLO, IS THAT THE AUBERGE DU 
PONT DU BRAULT? I’D BE VERY GRATEFUL IF YOU 
COULD GIVE ME SOME INFORMATION, MADAME... 
NO, THIS IS NOT THE BREWERY... DID YOU, BY ANY 
CHANCE, HAPPEN TO SPOT A SMALL MOTORBOAT 
ANY TIME THIS AFTERNOON?... YES, FROM 
L’AIGUILLON... YOU SAY IT’S BEACHED JUST 
OPPOSITE THE INN?... A BICYCLE?... HELLO! DON’T 
HANG UP... HE HAD A GLASS OF WINE IN YOUR 
BAR?... YOU DON’T HAPPEN TO KNOW WHERE HE 
WENT?... IN THE DIRECTION OF MARANS?... THANK 
YOU, MADAME... YES... IF HE COMES BACK, CALL 
ME IMMEDIATELY AT THE TOWN HALL AT 
L’AIGUILLON.” 

HE RAN TO THE DOOR. IN THE GATHERING DUSK, 
HE HAD JUST SPOTTED THE POLICE CHIEF GETTING 
READY TO LEAVE FOR LU£ON. 

“OFFICER! COME IN HERE A MINUTE, WILL YOU? 
YOU KNOW THE PONT DU BRAULT, I DARESAY. 

WHAT SORT OF A PLACE IS IT?” 

“IT’S RIGHT AT THE END THERE, SLAPPED IN THE 
MIDDLE OF THE MARSHES. A CANAL RUNS FROM 
THE FAR END OF THE BAY TO MARANS, WHICH IS 
ABOUT TEN KILOMETERS INLAND. IT’S VIRTUALLY 
UNINHABITED, EXCEPT FOR A FEW SHACKS, MILES 
FROM ANYWHERE.” 

“COULD YOU ARRANGE TO HAVE THE AREA 
COMBED BY YOUR MEN? I’M LOOKING FOR A MAN 
NAMED MARCEL AIRAUD. HE’S A HEFTY FELLOW, 



ALL OF SIX FEET TALL, A STRIKINGLY HANDSOME 
OUTDOOR TYPE, WEARING FISHERMEN’S CLOTHES. 
ONE COULD HARDLY FAIL TO NOTICE HIM. HE LEFT 
HERE IN HIS BOAT, WHICH IS NOW BEACHED 
SOMEWHERE NEAR THE AUBERGE DU PONT DU 
BRAULT. HE LEFT THERE ON A BORROWED 
BICYCLE.” 

“YOU DON’T THINK HE...” 

“I DON’T THINK ANYTHING AT THIS STAGE, 
OFFICER... CAN I RELY ON YOU?” 

SHOULD HE CALL ON DIDINE NOW, OR WAIT 
UNTIL AFTER DINNER? HE DECIDED TO GO AT ONCE. 
NIGHT HAD FALLEN. THE GRINDING OF WINCHES 
COULD BE HEARD, AND THE SKY WAS LIT BY TWO 
INTERSECTING LIGHTHOUSE BEAMS. 

A GNARLED VINE COVERED THE WHOLE LENGTH 
OF THE WALL. THE DOOR AND SHUTTERS WERE 
PAINTED GREEN. 

“COME IN, CHIEF SUPERINTENDENT... I WAS 
BEGINNING TO WONDER IF I HAD DONE 
ANYTHING...” 

A CAT LEAPED DOWN FROM A CANE ARMCHAIR. 
HULOT ROSE FROM HIS SEAT BY THE FIRE, AND, OUT 
OF RESPECT, REMOVED HIS LONG MEERSCHAUM 
PIPE FROM HIS MOUTH. 

“TAKE A SEAT, CHIEF SUPERINTENDENT... YOU 
WILL HAVE A LITTLE GLASS OF SOMETHING? 

JUSTIN, FETCH THE GLASSES FROM THE 
CUPBOARD.” 

SHE WIPED THEM. THERE WAS AN OILCLOTH 
COVER ON THE TABLE, AND, IN ONE CORNER, A 
VERY HIGH BED, COMPLETELY SMOTHERED BY AN 
ENORMOUS RED EIDERDOWN. 

“THE CHIEF SUPERINTENDENT WOULD BE MORE 
COMFORTABLE IN YOUR ARMCHAIR... OH, YES, I 
INSIST! WITH ALL THAT’S BEEN HAPPENING, I 



FORGOT TO KEEP THE FIRE GOING... YOU’D BETTER 
KEEP YOUR HAT ON... ” 

SHE CHATTERED ON, JUST TO KEEP THE BALL 
ROLLING, BUT IT WAS PLAIN THAT HER MIND WAS 
ELSEWHERE, AND THAT SHE HAD NOT FOR A 
MOMENT LOST SIGHT OF HER OBJECTIVE. SHE DID 
NOT RESUME HER SEAT. HER HANDS FLUTTERED 
CEASELESSLY, AS IF SHE COULD NOT THINK WHAT 
TO DO WITH THEM. AND SEEING THAT SHE WAS 
GETTING NO HELP FROM MAIGRET, SHE FELT 
CORNERED. ABRUPTLY, SHE ROUNDED ON HIM WITH 
AN APPARENTLY UNPREMEDITATED QUESTION: 

“HAVE YOU FOUND OUT ABOUT THE CHILD?” 

SO! THERE WAS A CHILD MIXED UP IN THIS 
BUSINESS, WAS THERE? 

“I THOUGHT SO. NOBODY’S SAID A THING TO YOU. 
THE PEOPLE AROUND HERE ARE NOT MUCH GIVEN 
TO CHATTER, ESPECIALLY IN THE PRESENCE OF 
STRANGERS. MIND YOU, I’M NOT SAYING THAT, 
LATER ON, WHEN THEY’RE MORE USED TO YOU... 

“AS FOR ME, I’M ON YOUR SIDE, AS I WAS JUST 
SAYING TO HULOT... 

“OF COURSE, I KNOW YOU HAVE ALREADY 
QUESTIONED THERESE. I SAW THAT FOR MYSELF.” 

HOW COULD SHE HAVE SEEN? HAD SHE BEEN 
SPYING ON MAIGRET THROUGH A CHINK IN THE 
CURTAINS? HE WOULD NOT PUT IT PAST HER. NO 
DOUBT SHE AND HER HUSBAND HAD BEEN KEEPING 
A CLOSE WATCH ON EVERY STEP TAKEN BY THE 
CHIEF SUPERINTENDENT IN THE COURSE OF HIS 
INVESTIGATIONS. 

“AN ELDERLY COUPLE LIKE OURSELVES, WITH 
NOTHING ELSE TO DO, HAVE TIME FOR REFLECTION, 
YOU SEE. A LITTLE DROP MORE? OH, BUT I INSIST. A 
DROP OF SOMETHING WARMING NEVER DID 



ANYONE ANY HARM... NOT FOR YOU, JUSTIN. YOU 
KNOW IT DOESN’T AGREE WITH YOU.” 

AND SHE MOVED THE BOTTLE OUT OF REACH OF 
HER HUSBAND. 

“HOW OLD WOULD YOU TAKE THERESE TO BE? TO 
LOOK AT HER, YOU’D THINK SHE WAS JUST A CHILD. 
BUT SHE MUST BE ALL OF TWENTY-THREE. IT 
WOULDN’T SURPRISE ME TO LEARN THAT SHE WAS 
TWENTY-FOUR... WELL, ANYWAY, SHE WAS BARELY 
SIXTEEN WHEN SHE BEGAN SETTING HER CAP FOR 
MARCEL. YES! I KNOW YOU’VE TALKED TO HIM, 
TOO. A FINE, STRAPPING YOUNG MAN LIKE THAT, 
AND A SUBSTANTIAL PROPERTY OWNER INTO THE 
BARGAIN, WITH TWO HOUSES OF HIS OWN, AND 
MUSSEL BEDS, AND I DON’T KNOW WHAT BESIDES, 
COULD HAVE ANY GIRL HE WANTED. WHEREAS 
THERESE IS A NOBODY. HER MOTHER SELLS 
OYSTERS AND MUSSELS OFF A BARROW TO THE 
SUMMER VISITORS ACROSS THE WATER... 

“ALL THE SAME, SHE GOT HIM IN THE END! IT WAS 
PLAIN TO EVERYONE, ABOUT THREE YEARS AGO, 
THAT SHE WAS PREGNANT... 

“BUT EVEN PEOPLE OF THAT SORT HAVE THEIR 
PRIDE... SHE LEFT THE VILLAGE, OSTENSIBLY TO 
GET WORK IN THE TOWN... A FEW MONTHS LATER, 
SHE CAME BACK, AND BY THEN SHE WAS A LOT 
THINNER, I CAN TELL YOU! 

“AND, WHAT’S MORE, I KNOW WHERE SHE GOES 
EVERY MONTH, WHEN SHE HAS HER TWO DAYS OFF. 
SHE GOES TO LU£ON TO SEE HER CHILD, WHO IS 
BEING TAKEN CARE OF BY THE WIFE OF A RAILWAY 
SIGNALMAN. 

“WHAT DO YOU THINK OF THAT?” 

TO TELL THE TRUTH, HE HAD, AS YET, NO VIEWS 
ON THE MATTER. THERESE AND MARCEL... RIGHT! 
THERESE HAD A HOLD ON HIM. 



“MIND YOU, THIS WAS THREE YEARS AGO! IT 
WASN’T UNTIL MUCH LATER THAT MARCEL TOOK 
TO SPENDING HIS NIGHTS IN THE JUDGE’S HOUSE... 
YOU’LL HAVE FOUND OUT ABOUT THAT ALREADY, 
I’M SURE... AND THERE WERE OTHERS BEFORE HIM. 
AND AFTER HIM, TOO, I SHOULDN’T WONDER... BUT 
DO YOU KNOW WHAT I THINK? I THINK HE’S 
DIFFERENT FROM THE REST... THE OTHERS WERE 
JUST TAKING ADVANTAGE, IF YOU SEE WHAT I 
MEAN. YOU KNOW WHAT MEN ARE LIKE.” 

SHE SHOT A SLY, INDULGENT GLANCE AT HER 
CUSTOMS OFFICER, WHO, WITH HIS SQUINT MORE 
PRONOUNCED THAN EVER, ASSUMED AN AIR OF 
GREAT INNOCENCE. 

“BUT IT WAS DIFFERENT FOR MARCEL. HE WAS IN 
LOVE WITH HER— I’M SURE OF IT—AND I BET YOU 
ANYTHING YOU LIKE HE WOULD HAVE BEEN READY 
TO MARRY HER, EVEN THOUGH SHE’S NOT QUITE 
RIGHT IN THE HEAD... 

“NOW, SUPPOSING THERE WAS SOMEONE IN 
LUQON KNOWN TO THERESE, AND THAT SHE’D 
ASKED HIM TO COME HERE AND AVENGE THE 
WRONG DONE TO HER... ANYONE COULD GET INTO 
THE JUDGE’S HOUSE. IT’S ABOUT AS SECURE AS A 
BARN... LOOK OVER THERE... DAYLIGHT’S GOING, 
BUT YOU CAN STILL SEE THE WHITE EXPANSE OF 
THE TERRACE. IT’S AN EASY CLIMB FOR ANY MAN. 
ALL HE’D HAVE TO DO WOULD BE TO SCRAMBLE 
OVER THE BALUSTRADE AND SNEAK INTO THE 
HOUSE THROUGH THE FRUIT LOFT... THE WINDOW 
IS KEPT OPEN MOST OF THE TIME... LOCKING THE 
GIRL IN HER BEDROOM IS AS MUCH USE AS TRYING 
TO KEEP WATER IN A SIEVE. 

MAIGRET GAVE A START, BECOMING AWARE, 
SUDDENLY, OF HIS OWN TRAIN OF THOUGHT. FOR 
SEVERAL SECONDS NOW, HE HAD BEEN ONLY HALF 
LISTENING TO THE DRONING OF THE OLD WOMAN’S 
VOICE, AND MEANWHILE, VERY GRADUALLY, AN 



ABSURD IDEA HAD BEGUN TO TAKE SHAPE IN HIS 
MIND. IT WAS MERELY THE GHOST OF AN IDEA SO 
FAR, BUT IF HE WERE TO LET IT BE, MIGHT IT NOT 
TAKE ON SOME SUBSTANCE? 

“THE JUDGE’S HOUSE IS ABOUT AS SECURE ASA ...” 

IN HIS MIND’S EYE, HE SAW DIDINE SITTING IN HIS 
OFFICE IN LUQON; HE HEARD HER CLEAR, SHARP 
VOICE DESCRIBING, WITH QUITE TERRIFYING 
PRECISION, A SERIES OF DRAMATIC EVENTS, 

EVENTS WHICH, HOWEVER, SHE PERSONALLY HAD 
NOT WITNESSED! 

HER IRREFUTABLE LOGIC... HER METICULOUS 
CALCULATIONS OF THE TIDES... AN EXPERIENCED 
POLICE DETECTIVE COULD SCARCELY HAVE DONE 
BETTER... AND THE PAIR OF THEM ON GUARD 
OUTSIDE THE HOUSE, ONE AT THE BACK, THE 
OTHER AT THE FRONT... AND SPYING OUT THE 
LAND THROUGH BINOCULARS, INTO THE BARGAIN! 

IT WAS ALTOGETHER TOO FAR-FETCHED. HE HAD 
ONLY TO LOOK AROUND THIS POORLY FURNISHED 
PEASANT DWELLING, WITH ITS HIGH BED AND 
MOUNTAINOUS EIDERDOWN, ITS THICK DRINKING 
GLASSES ON THE OILCLOTH-COVERED TABLE, AND 
DIDINE’S WHITE KERCHIEF, TO BANISH ALL SUCH 
THOUGHTS FROM HIS MIND. 

“BY THE WAY, DID YOU KNOW THE JUDGE AT ALL 
BEFORE HE CAME TO LIVE HERE?” 

HE HAD STRUCK HOME. HE WAS CERTAIN OF IT. 
SHE GAVE AN ALMOST IMPERCEPTIBLE START. HE 
NOTED THE VERY SLIGHT TENSING OF HER 
MUSCLES. 

“IT DEPENDS WHAT YOU MEAN BY THAT... I KNEW 
HIM WHEN I WAS A VERY LITTLE GIRL... I WAS BORN 
IN THE HOUSE JUST OPPOSITE THE TOWN HALL. THE 
JUDGE USED TO COME AND STAY WITH HIS COUSIN 
DURING THE HOLIDAYS... WHEN HIS COUSIN DIED, 
HE INHERITED THE HOUSE...” 



“DID HE GO ON COMING AFTER HE WAS 
MARRIED?” 

“NOT EVERY YEAR,” SHE REPLIED, SUDDENLY ON 
HER GUARD. 

“DID YOU KNOW HIS WIFE?” 

“I SAW HER AROUND, LIKE EVERYONE ELSE. SHE 
WAS A FINE-LOOKING WOMAN.” 

“IF I’M NOT MISTAKEN, YOU WOULD BE ABOUT 
THE SAME AGE AS FORLACROIX?” 

“I BELIEVE HE’S A YEAR OLDER THAN I AM.” 

“YOU WENT TO LIVE WITH YOUR HUSBAND IN 
CONCARNEAU, AND HE SETTLED IN VERSAILLES... 
WHEN YOU CAME BACK TO L’AIGUILLON, HE HAD 
ALREADY RETURNED AS A WIDOWER, TO LIVE IN 
THE HOUSE NEXT DOOR.” 

“HE’S NOT A WIDOWER,” SHE RETORTED. 

MAIGRET SPRANG TO HIS FEET WITH SUCH FORCE 
THAT THE CANE ARMCHAIR CREAKED OMINOUSLY. 

“HIS WIFE LEFT HIM, BUT SHE’S STILL ALIVE.” 

“ARE YOU SURE?” 

“I’M SURE SHE WAS A MONTH AGO, AT ANY RATE, 
CONSIDERING I SAW HER AS PLAINLY AS I SEE 
YOU... SHE GOT OUT OF A CAR, AND RANG HIS 
BELL... THEY STOOD TALKING FOR A FEW MINUTES 
IN THE HALL, AND THEN SHE LEFT.” 

IT WOULD NOT HAVE SURPRISED HIM IF SHE HAD 
GONE ON TO TELL HIM THE NUMBER OF THE CAR’S 
LICENSE. BUT MAYBE THAT WAS ASKING TOO 
MUCH. 

“YOU HAVE ONLY YOURSELF TO BLAME FOR NOT 
HAVING LEARNED ALL THIS BEFORE NOW. INSTEAD 
OF CHASING ABOUT ALL OVER THE PLACE, KEEPING 
OUT OF MY WAY, AND IGNORING MY POOR 
HUSBAND... I MAY AS WELL TELL YOU NOW... HE 



WAS BEGINNING TO GET THOROUGHLY 
DISCOURAGED... ISN’T THAT SO, JUSTIN? YOU 
NEEDN’T BE AFRAID TO SPEAK YOUR MIND TO THE 
CHIEF SUPERINTENDENT. HE KNOWS WHAT FREE 
SPEECH IS ALL ABOUT, AND THERE’S NO REASON 
FOR ANYONE TO KEEP SILENT IF HE HAS NOTHING 
TO HIDE. DRINK UP, CHIEF SUPERINTENDENT... 
WHAT ELSE DO YOU WANT TO KNOW? I HAVEN’T 
FINISHED, BY ANY MEANS. I COULD GO ON LIKE 
THIS ALL NIGHT... BUT I NEED TIME. I CAN’T 
REMEMBER EVERYTHING ALL AT ONCE.” 

SHE HAD SAID ENOUGH. MORE THAN ENOUGH, IN 
FACT! SHE WAS A DEVILISHLY CUNNING OLD 
CRONE. 

“TAKE THE DOCTOR, FOR INSTANCE... IT MAY OR 
MAY NOT INTEREST YOU, BUT HE’S THE JUDGE’S 
CLOSEST FRIEND... HAVE YOU SEEN HIS WIFE? 
SHE’S A BIG WOMAN, DARK, AND HEAVILY MADE 
UP. SHE’S ALWAYS VERY SHOWILY DRESSED. SHE 
HAS A DAUGHTER OF THE FIRST BED, AS THEY SAY 
HEREABOUTS. WAIT TILL YOU SEE HER. SHE’S 
NOTHING MUCH TO LOOK AT. BUT THAT DOESN’T 
ALTER THE FACT THAT DOCTOR BRENEOL IS CRAZY 
ABOUT HER. HE’S ALWAYS TAKING HER OUT IN HIS 
CAR WITHOUT HIS WIFE. THEY TRAVEL AS FAR 
AWAY FROM HERE AS THEY CAN GET. AND 
SOMEONE FROM THE VILLAGE, WHO SHALL BE 
NAMELESS FOR THE PRESENT, SAW THEM COMING 
OUT OF A HOTEL IN LA ROCHELLE... ” 

MAIGRET FELT EXHAUSTED, AS IF HE HAD JUST 
RETURNED FROM A LONG WALK. 

“ELL COME AND SEE YOU AGAIN SOON, I 
PROMISE. THANKS FOR YOUR HELP.” 

HENCEFORTH, APPARENTLY, AS FAR AS SHE WAS 
CONCERNED, THEY WERE FELLOW CONSPIRATORS, 
FOR IN THIS SPIRIT SHE HELD OUT HER HAND TO 
HIM, AND SIGNED TO HER HUSBAND TO DO 
LIKEWISE. 



“FEEL FREE TO COME WHENEVER YOU LIKE... 

AND YOU MAY REST ASSURED THAT YOU’LL GET 
NOTHING BUT THE TRUTH FROM ME.” 

THERE WAS A LIGHT IN ONE WINDOW OF THE 
JUDGE’S HOUSE, THE WINDOW OF LISE’S BEDROOM. 
HAD SHE ALREADY GONE TO BED? MAIGRET MADE 
A TOUR OF THE GARDEN. BY THIS TIME, THE 
CHARWOMEN MUST HAVE GONE HOME. WHICH 
LEFT JUST THE TWO OF THEM ALONE TOGETHER IN 
THE HOUSE. 

HE WAS ALREADY BEGINNING TO FEEL AT HOME 
IN THE BAR OF THE HOTEL DU PORT. AS HE WENT IN, 
HE WAS STRUCK BY THE WAY THERESE LOOKED AT 
HIM. IT WAS ONLY NATURAL THAT SHE SHOULD BE 
FEELING ANXIOUS, BUT WAS SHE NOT ALSO HOPING 
TO READ IN HIS FACE SIGNS OF ANY POSSIBLE NEW 
DEVELOPMENTS? 

MEJAT, LEANING ON THE BAR COUNTER, WAS 
SIPPING AN APERITIF IN THE COMPANY OF THE 
LANDLORD. 

“TELL ME, THERESE, DO YOU KNOW OF ANY 
REASON WHY MARCEL SHOULD HAVE GONE TO 
MARANS?” 

“MARANS?” SHE REPEATED WARILY, VERY MUCH 
ON HER GUARD, AND DETERMINED TO GIVE 
NOTHING AWAY. 

“SINCE YOU ARE SUCH OLD FRIENDS, I THOUGHT 
HE MIGHT HAVE SAID SOMETHING TO YOU.” 

“HE DOESN’T HAVE TO ACCOUNT TO ME FOR HIS 
MOVEMENTS.” 

“WHAT’S FOR DINNER?” 

“SOUP, PLAICE, AND, IF YOU WOULD CARE FOR 
ONE, A PORK CHOP WITH CABBAGE.” 


“COME AND JOIN ME, MEJAT!” 



MEJAT HAD NEWS FOR HIM. A PHOTOGRAPH OF 
THE VICTIM HAD BEEN SHOWN TO THE STAFF OF 
EVERY HOTEL IN LU£ON, BUT THE VICTIM HAD NOT 
SPENT THE NIGHT AT ANY ONE OF THEM. THERE 
WAS NOTHING TO DO BUT WAIT. THE NEWSPAPERS 
SURELY... 

“DON’T YOU FEEL SLEEPY, CHIEF?” 

“I INTEND TO GO TO BED RIGHT AFTER DINNER, 
AND I WON’T GET UP BEFORE EIGHT TOMORROW 
MORNING.” 

HE WAS HUNGRY. HE ALLOWED HIS MIND TO 
WANDER AS HE WATCHED THERESE GOING TO AND 
FRO. SHE WAS A VERY ORDINARY, RATHER 
UNHEALTHY-LOOKING GIRL. A LITTLE HOTEL 
CHAMBERMAID, WHOM ONE WOULD SCARCELY 
NOTICE IN NORMAL CIRCUMSTANCES, IN HER 
BLACK DRESS, BLACK STOCKINGS, AND WHITE 
APRON. THE ROOM WAS EMPTY. ALL THE MEN WERE 
AT HOME EATING THEIR FISH SOUP, AND WOULD 
NOT GATHER AGAIN AT THE BAR UNTIL AFTER 
DINNER. 

THE TELEPHONE RANG. THE INSTRUMENT WAS 
FIXED TO THE WALL UNDER THE STAIRS. THERESE 
WENT TO ANSWER IT. 

“HELLO... YES... WHAT ARE YOU...?” 

“IS IT FOR ME?” ASKED MAIGRET. 

SHE WAS LISTENING INTENTLY. 

“YES... YES... I DON’T KNOW... I HAVEN’T 
HEARD... ” 

“WHAT IS IT?” CALLED OUT THE LANDLORD FROM 
THE KITCHEN. 

SHE HUNG UP ABRUPTLY. 

“NOTHING... IT WAS FOR ME.” 

MAIGRET HAD ALREADY SNATCHED UP THE 
RECEIVER. 



“HELLO, MADEMOISELLE. CHIEF 
SUPERINTENDENT MAIGRET SPEAKING. YOU PUT A 
CALL THROUGH TO THIS NUMBER JUST NOW. 

COULD YOU TELL ME WHERE THE CALLER WAS 
SPEAKING FROM?... WHAT’S THAT?... MARANS?... 
YES, FIND OUT THE NUMBER FOR ME, AND CALL ME 
BACK.” 

HE RETURNED TO THE TABLE. THERESE, LOOKING 
DEATHLY PALE, SERVED HIM WITHOUT A WORD. 
PRESENTLY THE TELEPHONE RANG AGAIN. 

“FROM A CAFE?... THE CAFE ARTHUR?... GET ME 
THE POLICE STATION AT MARANS, 

MADEMOISELLE... HELLO. IS THAT THE DUTY 
SERGEANT?... CHIEF SUPERINTENDENT MAIGRET 
HERE... I WANT YOU TO GO TO THE CAFE ARTHUR... 
YOU KNOW IT?... THAT’S GOOD... A MAN HAS JUST 
TELEPHONED FROM THERE... NAME IS MARCEL 
AIRAUD... TAKE HIM TO THE POLICE STATION, AND 
LET ME KNOW AS SOON AS YOU’VE GOT HIM.” 

AN OPPRESSIVE SILENCE. THE CHOPS. THE 
CABBAGE. THERESE SCUTTLING TO AND FRO, WITH 
EYES AVERTED. 

AT THE END OF HALF AN HOUR, THE SHRILLING 
OF THE TELEPHONE BELL. 

“HELLO!... YES?... OH!... NO... WAIT FOR FURTHER 
INSTRUCTIONS... THAT’S RIGHT.” 

TIME WENT BY. THERESE STILL COULD NOT 
BRING HERSELF TO LOOK AT THE HUNCHED FIGURE 
OF MAIGRET, STANDING UNDER THE STAIRS WITH 
HIS BACK TOWARD THE ROOM. STEALTHILY, THE 
CHIEF SUPERINTENDENT PRESSED DOWN THE 
RECEIVER REST, TO CUT OFF THE CALLER, BUT HE 
WENT ON TALKING AS IF HE HAD NOT DONE SO. 

“IS HE HURT?... JUST THE SAME, YOU’D BETTER 
TAKE HIM TO THE JAIL IN LU^ON... THANKS... 

GOOD NIGHT, SERGEANT.” 



HE RETURNED BROODINGLY TO HIS SEAT, SIGHED, 
CONSIDERED WHETHER OR NOT TO HAVE SOME 
CHEESE, THEN, TAKING ADVANTAGE OF THERESE’S 
TEMPORARY ABSENCE IN THE KITCHEN, HE WINKED 
AT MEJAT, AND WHISPERED: 

“DAMN THE MAN! NO SOONER HAD HE MADE HIS 
PHONE CALL THEN HE DISAPPEARED... I WONDER 
WHAT HE COULD POSSIBLY HAVE HAD TO SAY TO 
HER.” 



5: The Confession 


HAD HE REALLY ACTED CRUELLY? THERESE 
DETESTED HIM, THAT WENT WITHOUT SAYING. 
EFCERY NOW AND THEN, SHE WOULD GIVE SUCH A 
BLACK LOOK THAT MAIGRET COULD NOT HELP 
SMILING. THIS SO CONFUSED THE POOR LITTLE 
THING THAT SHE COULD NOT MAKE UP HER MIND 
WHETHER TO SPRING AT HIM AND SCRATCH HIS 
FACE OR SMILE BACK AT HIM. 

FOR OVER AN HOUR HE PLAYED HER LIKE A FISH 
AT THE END OF A LINE. HOWEVER SHE MIGHT COME 
AND GO, RUNNING TO AND FRO AT THE BECK AND 
CALL OF THE CUSTOMERS, PAUSING ONLY TO PICK 
AT SOME FOOD ON THE EDGE OF THE KITCHEN 
TABLE, SHE COULD NOT ESCAPE MAIGRET’S 
IMPASSIVE SCRUTINY. PERHAPS, IN THE LONG RUN, 
SHE EVEN FOUND IT REASSURING. AFTER ALL, WAS 
IT NOT POSSIBLE THAT THIS BIG STOLID MAN, 
ABSENTLY PUFFING AT HIS PIPE, WAS MORE HER 
FRIEND THAN HER ENEMY? 

SHE SWUNG BACK AND FORTH FROM ONE 
EXTREME TO THE OTHER, FROM INTENSE 
AGITATION AND ANGER TO SOMETHING AKIN TO 
FRIENDLINESS. BY WAY OF OVERTURE, SHE ASKED 
HIM, AFTER SHE HAD CLEARED THE TABLE, WHAT 
HE WOULD LIKE TO DRINK. 

BUT NO SOONER HAD SHE BROUGHT HIM HIS 
GLASS OF CALVADOS THAN SHE FELT IMPELLED TO 
HASTEN FROM THE ROOM. WHEN SHE RETURNED, 
HER EYES WERE RED, AND HER NOSE RUNNING. 

THERE WAS A PARTY OF MEN PLAYING CARDS 
AND, WHILE SERVING THEIR DRINKS, SHE BROKE A 
GLASS. LATER, SHE ROSE FROM THE KITCHEN 
TABLE, HAVING BARELY TOUCHED HER EVENING 
MEAL. 


AT LAST SHE COULD STAND IT NO LONGER, AND 
SHE SPOKE TO THE PROPRIETRESS. MAIGRET COULD 
NOT HEAR WHAT WAS SAID, BUT COULD GUESS 
FROM THEIR GESTURES. THERESE, DROOPING AS 
BEFITTED ONE WHO WAS FEELING UNWELL, GAZED 
UP AT THE CEILING. THE PROPRIETRESS RESPONDED 
WITH A SHRUG. 

“VERY WELL, DEAR, YOU MAY GO.” 

THERESE TOOK OFF HER APRON, RETURNED TO 
THE BAR TO CHECK THAT EVERYTHING HAD BEEN 
CLEARED AWAY, AND LOOKED IMPLORINGLY AT 
MAIGRET. 

“BEFORE YOU GO TO BED, MEJAT, I WANT YOU TO 
MAKE SURE THAT THE JUDGE’S HOUSE IS STILL 
UNDER SURVEILLANCE, BACK AND FRONT, AND 
THAT THERE IS ALSO ANOTHER POLICEMAN ON 
GUARD OUTSIDE YOUNG FORLACROIX’S PLACE.” 

HE GOT UP AND STARTED UPSTAIRS. THE 
STAIRWAY WAS SO NARROW THAT HE WAS ALMOST 
WEDGED BETWEEN THE WALL AND THE BANISTER. 
ALL THIS PART OF THE BUILDING WAS NEW. THE 
WOODWORK WAS TOO LIGHT, AND THE WALLS 
CRUDELY WHITEWASHED, AND SOME OF THE WHITE 
RUBBED OFF ON HIS CLOTHES. 

MAIGRET WENT INTO HIS ROOM, LEAVING THE 
DOOR OPEN. A FEW MINUTES PASSED, AT THE END 
OF WHICH, SOMEWHAT SURPRISED, INDEED 
ALMOST DISAPPOINTED, HE GLANCED OUT INTO 
THE CORRIDOR. THEN HE SMILED. 

IT WOULD BE AT LEAST AN HOUR OR TWO 
BEFORE THE OTHERS CAME UP TO BED. WHAT IF 
MEJAT DID FIND THE CHIEF SUPERINTENDENT IN 
THE CHAMBERMAID’S BEDROOM? NO DOUBT HE 
WOULD HAVE HIS OWN COCKEYED NOTIONS ABOUT 
THAT. WELL, ALL THE WORSE FOR HIM. HE WENT IN. 
SHE WAS STANDING THERE WAITING FOR HIM. SHE 
HAD LET DOWN HER HAIR, WHICH WAS USUALLY 



PINNED UP IN A BUN AT THE NAPE OF HER NECK. 
FRAMED IN A DARK CLOUD OF HAIR, HER FEATURES 
SEEMED MORE FINELY DRAWN, HER NOSE SHARPER, 
HER EXPRESSION MORE RESERVED. 

SEATED ON THE EDGE OF THE IRON BEDSTEAD, 
MAIGRET OBSERVED HER AT HIS LEISURE, AND IT 
WAS SHE WHO WAS OBLIGED TO TAKE THE 
INITIATIVE. 

“YOU’RE MAKING A BIG MISTAKE IN PICKING ON 
MARCEL. I KNOW HIM BETTER THAN ANYONE, 
AND...” 

SHE WAS STRIVING AFTER THE RIGHT EFFECT, 
LIKE AN ACTRESS, BUT FAILING TO ACHIEVE IT. 

“WE WERE PLANNING TO GET MARRIED THIS 
SUMMER. DOESN’T THAT PROVE... ?” 

“BECAUSE OF THE CHILD?” 

SHE SHOWED NO SURPRISE. 

“BECAUSE OF THE CHILD, AND OTHER THINGS. WE 
LOVE EACH OTHER... THERE’S NOTHING STRANGE 
ABOUT THAT, IS THERE?” 

“WHAT IS RATHER STRANGE IS THAT YOU SHOULD 
HAVE WAITED UNTIL THE CHILD WAS THREE YEARS 
OLD TO REGULARIZE THE SITUATION... LOOK AT 
ME, THERESE. YOU CAN TAKE MY WORD FOR IT 
THAT YOU HAVE NOTHING TO GAIN BY LYING... 
WHAT DID MARCEL SAY TO YOU ON THE 
TELEPHONE?” 

SHE GAVE HIM A LONG LOOK, AND THEN SIGHED. 

“OH, WELL. I MAY LIVE TO REGRET THIS, BUT IT 
CAN’T BE HELPED... HE WANTED TO KNOW IF ANY 
PAPERS WERE FOUND IN THE POCKETS...” 

“WHOSE POCKETS?” 

“THE DEAD MAN’S, I SUPPOSE.” 

“AND YOU SAID NO?” 



“I IMAGINE THAT IF ANYTHING OF ANY 
IMPORTANCE HAD BEEN FOUND, I WOULD HAVE 
HEARD ABOUT IT... BUT JUST BECAUSE MARCEL 
ASKED ME THAT, IT DOESN’T MEAN HE KILLED HIM 
— I REPEAT, WE WERE PLANNING TO GET MARRIED.” 

“THAT DOESN’T ALTER THE FACT THAT HE SPENT 
MOST OF HIS NIGHTS IN LISE FORLACROIX’S 
BEDROOM.” 

“HE DOESN’T LOVE HER!” 

“HE HAS AN ODD WAY OF SHOWING IT.” 

“YOU KNOW WHAT MEN ARE LIKE... IT HAD 
NOTHING TO DO WITH LOVE... HE TOLD ME SO, 
OFTEN... IT WAS AN OBSESSION WITH HIM, AND HE 
SWORE TO ME THAT HE WOULD GET OVER IT IN 
TIME.” 

“THAT’S NOT TRUE.” 

SHE GAVE A START, THEN HER EXPRESSION 
HARDENED, AND SHE BEGAN BERATING HIM WITH 
COARSE VIGOR. 

“WHO ARE YOU TO SAY WHAT IS OR IS NOT TRUE? 
WERE YOU THERE TO SEE WHAT WENT ON? YOU’LL 
BE TELLING ME NEXT THAT IT’S NOT TRUE THAT I 
ONCE SAW HIM LEAVE THE JUDGE’S HOUSE, NOT BY 
THE WINDOW, BUT BY THE FRONT DOOR. AND THAT 
THE JUDGE WASN’T ALL OVER HIM, AND THAT HE 
DIDN’T KNOW EVERY SINGLE THING THAT WAS 
GOING ON... WHO COMES OUT OF THIS BUSINESS 
WORSE, I’D LIKE TO KNOW? I DON’T DENY THAT I 
GAVE BIRTH TO A CHILD, BUT I’VE NEVER BEEN ONE 
TO LURE MEN INTO MY BEDROOM... ” 

“JUST A MINUTE! WHEN WAS IT THAT YOU SAW 
MARCEL AND THE JUDGE TOGETHER?” 

“ABOUT A MONTH AGO... LET ME THINK... IT WAS 
SHORTLY BEFORE CHRISTMAS.” 

“AND YOU SAY THAT YOU HAD THE IMPRESSION 
THAT THEY WERE ON FRIENDLY TERMS? WHAT DID 



MARCEL SAY WHEN YOU ASKED HIM FOR AN 
EXPLANATION?” 

SHE WAS GOING TO LIE AGAIN. HE COULD TELL 
BY THE WAY THE TIP OF HER NOSE WAS QUIVERING. 

“HE TOLD ME I HAD NOTHING TO WORRY ABOUT. 
EVERYTHING WAS GOING TO BE ALL RIGHT. IN FOUR 
OR FIVE MONTHS’ TIME WE WOULD BE MARRIED, 
AND WE WOULD SET UP HOUSE ACROSS THE WATER, 
SOMEWHERE NEAR CHARRON, AND WE WOULD 
NEVER SEE THOSE PEOPLE AGAIN... HE LOVES ME, 
D’YOU HEAR? HE HAD NO EARTHLY REASON TO 
KILL A MAN HE HAD NEVER EVEN SET EYES ON...” 

FOOTSTEPS ON THE STAIRS, IN THE CORRIDOR. 
THE OPENING AND SHUTTING OF A DOOR. MEJAT 
WAS BACK. HE WHISTLED TO HIMSELF AS HE GOT 
READY FOR BED. 

“IS THERE NOTHING MORE YOU WANT TO TELL 
ME, THERESE, MY DEAR? THINK HARD. SO FAR 
EVERYTHING YOU HAVE TOLD ME HAS BEEN A 
MIXTURE OF TRUTH AND LIES, AND THE LIES MAKE 
IT DIFFICULT FOR ME TO TAKE ACCOUNT OF THOSE 
PARTS OF YOUR STORY THAT ARE TRUE.” 

HE STOOD UP. HE WAS TOO TALL AND TOO BROAD 
FOR THE ROOM. SUDDENLY, WHEN HE WAS LEAST 
EXPECTING IT, THERESE THREW HERSELF INTO HIS 
ARMS AND BURST INTO FRANTIC SOBS. 

“THERE, THERE,” HE MURMURED, AS IF TO A 
CHILD. “THAT WILL DO, NOW. TELL ME ALL ABOUT 
IT.” 

SHE WAS SOBBING SO LOUDLY THAT MEJAT, 
WHOSE ROOM WAS JUST ACROSS THE PASSAGE, 
OPENED HIS DOOR. 

“CALM DOWN, MY DEAR. YOU DON’T WANT THE 
WHOLE HOUSE TO HEAR YOU... YOU DON’T FEEL 
LIKE TALKING NOW, IS THAT IT?” 



SHE NODDED, AND ONCE MORE BURIED HER FACE 
IN MAIGRET’S CHEST. 

“YOU’RE MAKING A BIG MISTAKE... WELL, NEVER 
MIND. YOU’D BETTER GO TO BED... WOULD YOU 
LIKE ME TO GIVE YOU SOMETHING TO HELP YOU 
SLEEP?” 

STILL BEHAVING LIKE A DISTRAUGHT CHILD, SHE 
NODDED. HE PRODUCED A SOLUBLE SLEEPING 
TABLET, DROPPED IT IN A GLASS AND RAN A LITTLE 
WATER OVER IT. 

“YOU’LL FEEL BETTER IN THE MORNING.” 

SHE LOOKED UP AT HIM, HER EYES BRIMMING 
WITH TEARS, AND HER CHEEKS WET. AS SHE DRANK 
FROM THE GLASS, HE TOOK THE OPPORTUNITY OF 
BACKING HASTILY OUT OF THE ROOM. 

“PHEW!” HE SIGHED, AS HE STRETCHED OUT AT 
LONG LAST ON HIS BED, IN WHICH HE FELT ALMOST 
AS CRAMPED AS IN THERESE’S LITTLE ROOM. 

HE AWOKE THE FOLLOWING MORNING TO FROST 
AND SUNSHINE. THERESE SERVED HIM HIS 
BREAKFAST, LOOKING MORE RESENTFUL THAN 
EVER. THE BARBER IN L’AIGUILLON APPARENTLY 
STOCKED MEJAT’S BRAND OF BRILLIANTINE, FOR 
HE STANK OF IT TO HIGH HEAVEN. 

MAIGRET POTTERED ABOUT THE VILLAGE WITH 
HIS HANDS IN HIS POCKETS. HE WATCHED THE 
MUSSEL-GATHERERS RETURNING, THE BASKETS OF 
MUSSELS, THE SEA, GREENISH-BLUE IN THE 
DISTANCE, THE BRIDGE, WHICH HE HAD NEVER YET 
TRAVERSED TO THE END, BEYOND WHICH LAY A 
SMALL BRANCH-LINE “STATION AND A FEW 
MODESTLY PRICED HOUSES SCATTERED AMONG 
THE PINES. 

A POLICEMAN PACED UP AND DOWN OUTSIDE 
THE JUDGE’S HOUSE. THE WOODEN SHUTTERS 
WERE OPEN. MAIGRET WAS BEGINNING TO FEEL AT 



HOME IN THIS COLORFUL LITTLE WORLD. SEVERAL 
PEOPLE WISHED HIM GOOD DAY, THOUGH THERE 
WERE OTHERS WHO MERELY STARED BALEFULLY 
AT HIM. THE MAYOR, WHO WAS LOADING MUSSELS 
ON A TRUCK, CALLED OUT TO HIM: 

“THERE ARE SEVERAL TELEGRAMS FOR YOU. EVE 
LEFT THEM ON YOUR TABLE AT THE TOWN HALL. 
THE CHIEF OF POLICE IS WAITING THERE TO SEE 
YOU, I BELIEVE.” 

IT WAS LATE. MAIGRET HAD OVERSLEPT. 
UNHURRIEDLY, HE MADE HIS WAY TO HIS OFFICE, 
JUST AS HE USED TO DO IN THE OLD DAYS, BY WAY 
OF THE SAINT-ANTOINE DISTRICT AND THE ILE 
SAINT-LOUIS, WHEN THINGS WERE SLACK AT THE 
QUAI DES ORFEVRES. 

THERE STOOD THE PLASTER BUST OF THE 
REPUBLIC IN ITS APPOINTED PLACE. FIRE WAS 
CRACKLING IN THE STOVE. AN UNOPENED BOTTLE 
OF WHITE WINE AND SOME GLASSES STOOD ON HIS 
DESK, BY COURTESY OF THE MAYOR, NO DOUBT. 

THE CHIEF OF POLICE FOLLOWED MAIGRET INTO 
THE ROOM. THE LATTER, HAVING TAKEN OFF HIS 
HAT AND COAT, WAS ABOUT TO ASK A QUESTION 
WHEN HIS ATTENTION WAS DIVERTED BY A 
VERITABLE EXPLOSION OF CHILDREN’S VOICES. IT 
WAS A PLEASANT SOUND, LIKE LISTENING TO A 
FIREWORKS DISPLAY. THERE, UNDER HIS VERY 
WINDOWS, THE ENTIRE SCHOOL HAD DEBOUCHED, 
TO ENJOY THE MIDMORNING RECESS IN THE SUN. 
THE PLAYGROUND WAS DOTTED WITH FROZEN 
PUDDLES, AND THE DULL CLUNK OF WOODEN 
CLOGS COULD BE HEARD AS THE CHILDREN SLID 
ACROSS THEM. ALL WERE WELL WRAPPED UP, IN 
DUFFLE COATS OR SHAWLS, WITH RED, BLUE, OR 
GREEN SCARVES AROUND THEIR NECKS. 

“I’M LISTENING, OFFICER. WHAT NEWS OF 
MARCEL AIRAUD?” 



“WE HAVEN’T MANAGED TO FIND HIM YET, WHAT 
WITH THE FLOOD TIDE, AND THE SHACKS BEING SO 
WIDELY SCATTERED. AT THIS TIME OF YEAR, MANY 
OF THE FOOTPATHS ARE ALMOST IMPASSABLE, AND 
SOME OF THE SHACKS ARE SO ISOLATED THAT THEY 
CAN ONLY BE REACHED BY BOAT.” 

“HOW ARE THINGS AT THE JUDGE’S HOUSE?” 

“DEAD QUIET. NO ONE HAS ENTERED OR LEFT THE 
HOUSE, EXCEPT THE TWO CHARWOMEN, WHO 
TURNED UP AS USUAL THIS MORNING.” 

“WHAT ABOUT ALBERT FORLACROIX?” 

“HE WENT OUT THIS MORNING, AS USUAL, TO 
GATHER MUSSELS. ONE OF MY MEN HAS HAD HIS 
EYE ON HIM THE WHOLE TIME... I THOUGHT IT 
ADVISABLE, PARTICULARLY BECAUSE HE IS KNOWN 
TO HAVE A VIOLENT TEMPER, AND IS INCLINED TO 
FLARE UP AT THE SLIGHTEST PROVOCATION.” 

WAS IT SHEER SELF-INDULGENCE THAT 
PROMPTED HIM TO STAND WARMING HIMSELF, 

WITH HIS BACK TO THE FIRE, LIGHTING HIS PIPE AT 
HIS LEISURE, WHILE THERE WERE NEWLY ARRIVED 
TELEGRAMS STILL UNOPENED ON THE TABLE? OR 
WAS IT NOT, RATHER, THAT HE WAS 
OVERSCRUPULOUS IN HIS DETERMINATION TO 
DEAL WITH ONE THING AT A TIME, TO CLEAN UP HIS 
UNFINISHED BUSINESS IN L’AIGUILLON BEFORE 
TURNING HIS ATTENTION TO WHAT MIGHT BE 
HAPPENING ELSEWHERE? 

IRONICALLY ENOUGH, THE FIRST TELEGRAM HE 
OPENED WAS FROM MADAME MAIGRET. 

HAVE DISPATCHED SUITCASE WITH CHANGE OF 
CLOTHING ON BUS STOP AWAITING FURTHER NEWS 
STOP LOVE. 

“WHAT TIME DOES THE BUS GET HERE?” 

“IN A FEW MINUTES.” 



“THERE’LL BE A SUITCASE FOR ME ON IT. I’D BE 
MUCH OBLIGED IF YOU COULD ARRANGE TO HAVE 
IT COLLECTED AND DELIVERED TO THE HOTEL DU 
PORT.” 

THE NEXT TELEGRAM, A LONGER ONE, WAS FROM 
NANTES. 

TO CHIEF SUPERINTENDENT MAIGRET FROM THE 
FLYING SQUAD NANTES STOP CORPSE IDENTIFIED 
AS DOCTOR JANIN THIRTY-FIVE YEARS OF AGE 
ADDRESS RUE DES EGLISES NANTES STOP LEFT 
HOME TUESDAY 11TH JANUARY WITHOUT LUGGAGE 
STOP INQUIRIES CONTINUING STOP TELEPHONE IF 
FURTHER DETAILS REQUIRED. 

THE CHIEF OF POLICE HAD JUST COME BACK INTO 
THE ROOM. MAIGRET HANDED HIM THE TELEGRAM, 
REMARKING WITH APPARENT INDIFFERENCE: 

“HE WAS YOUNGER THAN HE LOOKED.” 

THEN HE TURNED THE HANDLE OF THE 
TELEPHONE, BADE THE SWITCHBOARD GIRL AN 
AFFABLE GOOD MORNING, AND ASKED HER TO 
CONNECT HIM WITH THE FLYING SQUAD 
HEADQUARTERS IN NANTES. 

HE WAS ENJOYING ALL THIS, THOUGH IT WAS 
PURE ROUTINE. WELL, ON TO THE NEXT THING. 

THE THIRD TELEGRAM WAS FROM VERSAILLES, IN 
REPLY TO ONE SENT BY HIM. 

WHEN LAST HEARD OF MADAME FORLACROIX 
NEE VALENTINE CONSTANTINESCO RESIDING AT 
VILLA DES ROCHES-GRISES RUE COMMANDANT- 
MARCHAND NICE. 

“HELLO! IS THAT FLYING SQUAD HEADQUARTERS, 
NANTES? MAIGRET SPEAKING... PUT HIM ON... 
GUILLAUME?... OF COURSE, MY DEAR FELLOW... 

I’M FINE... YOU HAVEN’T WASTED MUCH TIME... 
YES, I’M LISTENING...” 



IT WAS NOT MAIGRET’S HABIT TO TAKE NOTES. IF 
HE HAD A PENCIL IN HIS HAND AND A SHEET OF 
PAPER IN FRONT OF HIM, IT WAS MERELY IN ORDER 
TO DOODLE MEANINGLESS SQUIBBLES, QUITE 
UNCONNECTED WITH THE CASE. 

“EMILE JANIN... MEDICAL SCHOOL, MONTPELIER 
UNIVERSITY... OF HUMBLE ORIGIN, BORN IN 
ROUSSILLON... TWO YEARS AS A RESIDENT AT 
SAINT ANNE’S HOSPITAL... THAT’S INTERESTING... 

IT MEANS HE MUST HAVE HAD CONSIDERABLE 
EXPERIENCE WITH PSYCHIATRIC CASES... WELL! 
WELL! A BIT OF A LONER, WOULD YOU SAY?... 
SIGNED ON AS A SHIP’S DOCTOR... WHAT SHIP?... 
THE VENGEUR ... THE VENGEUR SAILED ON A WORLD 
CRUISE THREE OR FOUR YEARS BACK... THAT 
EXPLAINS THE CLOTHES BOUGHT IN PANAMA- 
REPORTS NOT VERY FAVORABLE... TOO 
INDEPENDENT BY HALF... RETURNED TO CIVILIAN 
LIFE, AND SETTLED IN NANTES, WHERE HE SET UP 
IN PRACTICE AS A PSYCHOANALYST... 

“HELLO, MADEMOISELLE... MAY I TROUBLE YOU 
TO GET ME ANOTHER NUMBER? THE SURETE IN 
NICE, ALPES-MARITIMES... IT’S VERY URGENT... 
THANKS... OF COURSE, I KNOW YOU’RE DOING 
YOUR BEST, AND TO SHOW I APPRECIATE IT, I’LL 
CALL ON YOU WITH A BOX OF CHOCOLATES 
BEFORE I LEAVE... YOU PREFER MARRONS GLACE ESI 
I’LL MAKE A NOTE OF IT.” 

AND TURNING TO THE CHIEF OF POLICE: 

“I HAVE A FEELING THAT I MAY BE MAKING AN 
ARREST BEFORE VERY LONG.” 

INTUITION? NO SOONER WERE THE WORDS OUT 
OF HIS MOUTH THAN THE TELEPHONE BEGAN 
RINGING INSISTENTLY. THE CHILDREN HAD 
RETURNED TO THEIR CLASSROOMS. NATURALLY, IT 
WAS NOT YET HIS CALL TO NICE. 



“CHIEF SUPERINTENDENT MAIGRET? ONE 
MOMENT, PLEASE... MONSIEUR BOURDEILLE- 
JAMINET, THE PUBLIC PROSECUTOR, WISHES TO 
SPEAK TO YOU.” 

THE VOICE SOUNDED DISTANT, MAGISTERIAL, 
REMOTE FROM THE COMMON CONCERNS OF DAILY 
LIFE. 

“YOU HAVE BEEN INFORMED OF THE IDENTITY OF 
THE DEAD MAN, HAVE YOU NOT? I WAS WONDERING 
WHETHER, IN THE CIRCUMSTANCES... I TOOK A 
GRAVE RISK IN AGREEING... I TAKE IT YOU STILL 
HAVE THE WARRANT?... WELL, THE FACT IS, CHIEF 
SUPERINTENDENT, THAT, HAVING CONSULTED WITH 
THE EXAMINING MAGISTRATE, I HAVE COME TO THE 
CONCLUSION THAT THE WISE COURSE WOULD BE 
TO...” 

MEJAT HAD COME INTO THE ROOM, AND WAS 
SITTING DISCREETLY IN A CORNER, CASTING 
SIDELONG GLANCES AT THE TEMPTING BOTTLE OF 
WHITE WINE. 

“I HAVE NICE ON THE LINE FOR YOU.” 

“THANKS. IS THAT THE SURETE NATIONALE?” 

SUCCINCTLY, HE ISSUED HIS INSTRUCTIONS, AND 
WHEN HE WAS FINISHED, HE GLANCED DOWN 
MECHANICALLY AT THE SHEET OF PAPER ON HIS 
DESK, AND SAW THAT WHAT HE HAD DRAWN WAS 
THE OUTLINE OF A FLESHY MOUTH, A PAIR OF 
SENSUAL POUTING LIPS, SUCH AS ARE TO BE SEEN 
IN THE PAINTINGS OF RENOIR. 

HE TORE THE SHEET INTO LITTLE SHREDS AND 
THREW THEM INTO THE FIRE. 

“I THINK...” HE BEGAN. 

SOMEONE WAS CROSSING THE COURTYARD. IT 
WAS THE DAUGHTER OF OLD ELISA, WHO, WITH HER 
MOTHER, WORKED FOR THE JUDGE. 


“BRING HER IN, MEJAT.” 



“I HAVE A LETTER FOR MONSIEUR MAIGRET.” 

HE TOOK IT, DISMISSED THE GIRL, AND SLOWLY 
TORE OPEN THE ENVELOPE. 

WHAT NOW? IT WAS THE FIRST TIME HE HAD SEEN 
THE JUDGE’S HANDWRITING, A FINE, NEAT, 
CRAMPED SCRIPT, PERHAPS A LITTLE TOO SELF¬ 
CONSCIOUSLY REFINED. THE LINES WERE 
PERFECTLY STRAIGHT AND EVENLY SPACED. THE 
PAPER, THOUGH BY NO MEANS SHOWY, WAS 
HANDMADE AND OF THE FINEST QUALITY. 

CHIEF SUPERINTENDENT, 

FORGIVE ME FOR WRITING TO YOU INSTEAD OF 
CALLING UPON YOU EITHER IN YOUR OFFICE IN THE 
TOWN HALL OR AT YOUR HOTEL. BUT, AS YOU ARE 
AWARE, I AM VERY RELUCTANT TO LEAVE MY 
DAUGHTER UNATTENDED. 

I HAVE BEEN THINKING A GREAT DEAL SINCE OUR 
LAST MEETING, AND HAVE AT LEAST CONCLUDED 
THAT THE TIME HAS COME FOR ME TO REVEAL 
CERTAIN FACTS. 

I AM PERFECTLY WILLING TO CALL UPON YOU 
WHENEVER AND WHEREVER YOU WISH, THOUGH I 
CONFESS THAT, EVEN THOUGH IT MAY BE SOMEWHAT 
IRREGULAR, I SHOULD PREFER IT IF YOU WOULD DO 
ME THE HONOR OF PAYING ME ANOTHER VISIT. 

I NEED NOT REMIND YOU THAT I AM ALWAYS AT 
HOME, AND THAT ANY TIME CONVENIENT TO YOU 
WOULD SUIT ME. 

THANKING YOU IN ADVANCE FOR YOUR KIND 
CONSIDERATION, I REMAIN, CHIEF SUPERINTENDENT, 
YOUR MOST HUMBLE AND OBEDIENT SERVANT. 

MAIGRET STUFFED THE LETTER INTO HIS POCKET 
WITHOUT OFFERING TO SHOW IT EITHER TO THE 
CHIEF OF POLICE OR TO MEJAT, THOUGH BOTH 
WERE PATENTLY DYING OF CURIOSITY. 



“HAVE THE NEWSPAPERS ARRIVED YET?” HE 
ASKED. 

“THEY MUST BE BEING DELIVERED NOW. THEY 
COME IN ON THE MAIL TRUCK, AND I SAW IT GO 
PAST WHILE YOU WERE ON THE TELEPHONE.” 

“WOULD YOU GO AND GET ME ONE, MEJAT? AND 
AT THE SAME TIME, YOU MIGHT CHECK THAT, 

APART FROM THE CHARWOMEN, NO ONE HAS BEEN 
TO SEE THE JUDGE THIS MORNING.” 

HE SEEMED LESS CHEERFUL THAN HE HAD BEEN 
EARLIER. HE WORE A BROODING EXPRESSION. HE 
PROWLED RESTLESSLY ABOUT THE ROOM, 
CHANGING THE POSITION OF THINGS. THEN HIS 
GAZE RESTED THOUGHTFULLY ON THE TELEPHONE 
AND, AFTER A MOMENT OR TWO, HE TURNED THE 
HANDLE. 

“IT’S I AGAIN, MADEMOISELLE... I CAN SEE IT’S 
GOING TO HAVE TO BE A VERY LARGE BOX OF 
MARRONS GLACES ... HAVE YOU FINISHED SORTING 
THE MAIL YET?... HAS IT GONE OUT?... ANY 
LETTERS FOR JUDGE FORLACROIX?... TELL ME THIS, 
HAS HE MADE OR RECEIVED ANY TELEPHONE 
CALLS TODAY?... NO?... HAVE THERE BEEN ANY 
TELEGRAMS FOR HIM?... THANKS... YES, I’M 
EXPECTING ANOTHER PRIORITY CALL, FROM NICE.” 

MEJAT RETURNED, WITH THREE OTHER MEN, 
WHOM HE LEFT OUTSIDE IN THE COURTYARD. 

“REPORTERS.” 

“SO I SEE.” 

“ONE FROM LUgON, AND TWO FROM NANTES. I’VE 
BROUGHT YOU ALL THE LOCAL PAPERS.” 

ALL FEATURED A PHOTOGRAPH OF THE DEAD 
MAN, BUT THERE WAS NO REFERENCE TO THE FACT 
THAT HIS IDENTITY WAS KNOWN, AND FOR A VERY 
GOOD REASON. 

“WHAT SHALL I TELL THEM?” 



“NOTHING.” 

“THEY’LL BE LIVID. YOU WON’T BE ABLE TO 
AVOID THEM AT LUNCH, BECAUSE THEY’RE 
STAYING AT THE HOTEL DU PORT.” 

MAIGRET SHRUGGED, AND STOKED THE STOVE. 
THEN, NOTICING THAT THE CHILDREN WERE 
ALREADY COMING OUT OF SCHOOL, HE GLANCED 
AT HIS WATCH. WHAT DID THOSE WRETCHED 
FELLOWS IN NICE THINK THEY WERE DOING, WITH 
THAT SUN OF THEIRS, LIKE A TINSEL DISK? 

HE WAS TROUBLED BY ONE SMALL, NIGGLING 
POINT FOR WHICH HE COULD FIND NO 
EXPLANATION. WHY SHOULD THE JUDGE HAVE 
CHOSEN TO WRITE THAT LETTER AT THAT PRECISE 
MOMENT, WHEN THE CORPSE HAD JUST BEEN 
IDENTIFIED? DID HE KNOW? AND IF HE DID, HOW 
COULD HE POSSIBLY HAVE FOUND OUT? 

THE TELEPHONE... BUT IT WAS STILL NOT NICE. IT 
WAS MARANS, TO TELL HIM THAT MARCEL AIRAUD 
HAD NOT BEEN TRACED, AND THAT THE SEARCH 
HAD BEEN WIDENED TO TAKE IN THE WHOLE AREA 
OF MARSHLAND. 

THANK HEAVEN, NICE AT LAST! THREE VOICES ON 
THE LINE AT ONCE... 

“CLEAR THE LINE, YOU THERE AT MARANS... OH, 
DO HANG UP, FOR GOD’S SAKE! HELLO, NICE?... YES, 
MAIGRET HERE... THE LADY IN QUESTION HAS NOT 
SET FOOT OUTSIDE NICE FOR THE PAST THREE 
WEEKS, YOU SAY?... ARE YOU SURE?... AND SHE’S 
RECEIVED NO TELEGRAM, EITHER LAST NIGHT OR 
THIS MORNING?... WHAT?... I DIDN’T QUITE CATCH 
THAT NAME... LUCHET... VAN UCHET... WOULD YOU 
SPELL IT, PLEASE... V FOR VICTOR... VAN 
USSCHEN... YES, I’M LISTENING... A DUTCHMAN... 

IN COCOA... YES!... I WANT ALL THE INFORMATION 
YOU CAN GET... IF I’M NOT HERE, YOU CAN LEAVE 
THE MESSAGE WITH MY ASSISTANT.” 



HALF UNDER HIS BREATH, AS IF TALKING TO 
HIMSELF RATHER THAN ANYONE ELSE, HE 
MURMURED: 

“THE JUDGE’S WIFE HAS BEEN LIVING FOR YEARS 
IN NICE WITH A WEALTHY DUTCHMAN BY THE 
NAME OF HORACE VAN USSCHEN, WHO MADE HIS 
FORTUNE IN COCOA... ” 

THEN HE UNCORKED THE BOTTLE OF WHITE WINE 
AND TOSSED OFF ONE GLASS, AND THEN ANOTHER. 
PRESENTLY, LOOKING THROUGH RATHER THAN AT 
HIM, HE SAID TO MEJAT: 

“YOU STAY PUT HERE UNTIL I GET BACK.” 

THE THREE REPORTERS WERE CLOSE ON HIS 
HEELS, BUT HE STUBBORNLY IGNORED THEM. THE 
HOTEL DU PORT WAS FULL. MANY OF THE MEN WHO 
HAD GATHERED THERE FOR A DRINK BEFORE 
LUNCH CAME OUT ONTO THE PORCH, CURIOUS TO 
SEE WHERE HE WAS GOING. HE GREETED THE 
POLICEMAN ON DUTY OUTSIDE THE JUDGE’S HOUSE 
WITH A LITTLE WAVE OF THE HAND, AND RANG THE 
BELL. 

ELISA OPENED THE DOOR TO HIM. 

“THIS WAY. HIS HONOR IS EXPECTING YOU.” 

AND HERE HE WAS AGAIN IN THIS SPACIOUS 
ROOM, SO COZY AND SO PEACEFUL. MAIGRET 
NOTED THAT THE JUDGE WAS CEASELESSLY 
CLENCHING AND UNCLENCHING HIS HANDS, ONE 
OVER THE OTHER, AND THAT THEY WERE DRAINED 
OF BLOOD. 

“DO PLEASE SIT DOWN, CHIEF SUPERINTENDENT. 
BUT FIRST, ALLOW ME TO RELIEVE YOU OF YOUR 
COAT. WHAT I HAVE TO SAY MAY TAKE SOME TIME 
AND, AS YOU SEE, IT’S VERY WARM IN HERE. I 
WON’T VENTURE TO OFFER YOU A GLASS OF PORT, 
SINCE YOU WOULD DOUBTLESS FEEL OBLIGED TO 
REFUSE.” 



THERE WAS A HINT OF BITTERNESS IN HIS VOICE. 

“NOT AT ALL.” 

“BUT, AFTER YOU’VE HEARD ME OUT, YOU MAY 
WELL FEEL THAT I AM NOT A MAN WITH WHOM 
YOU WOULD WISH TO BE ON SUCH CONVIVIAL 
TERMS.” 

MAIGRET SAT DOWN IN THE SAME ARMCHAIR HE 
HAD OCCUPIED THE PREVIOUS NIGHT, STRETCHED 
OUT HIS LEGS, AND FILLED HIS PIPE. 

“DO YOU KNOW A MAN BY THE NAME OF DOCTOR 
JANIN?” 

THE JUDGE REFLECTED FOR A MOMENT. THE 
NAME GENUINELY MEANT NOTHING TO HIM. 

“JANIN?... LET ME THINK... NO... I’M SURE I 
DON’T.” 

“HE’S THE MAN YOU WANTED TO DUMP IN THE 
SEA.” 

AN ODD LITTLE GESTURE, SIGNIFYING: 

THAT HAS NOTHING TO DO WITH THE MATTER IN 
HAND. IT’S OF NO IMPORTANCE. 

HE POURED TWO GLASSES OF PORT. 

“WELL, HERE’S TO YOUR HEALTH!” HE SAID. “YOU 
CAN’T SAY I HAVEN’T WARNED YOU... BUT FIRST, I 
WOULD LIKE TO ASK YOU A QUESTION...” 

HE WAS LOOKING GRAVE. HIS FACE, UNDER HIS 
LONG, RUMPLED SILVER LOCKS, LIKE THOSE OF A 
WOMAN, GREW ANIMATED. 

“IN THE EVENT THAT I SHOULD BE PREVENTED 
FOR A TIME FROM TAKING CARE OF MY DAUGHTER, 
WOULD YOU BE WILLING TO PROMISE ME, MAN TO 
MAN, THAT NO HARM WOULD COME TO HER?” 

“I IMAGINE THAT, IN SUCH AN EVENTUALITY AS 
YOU ENVISAGE, THE CUSTODY OF YOUR DAUGHTER 
WOULD PASS TO YOUR WIFE?” 



“YOU WILL SEE SHORTLY THAT THERE IS NO 
QUESTION OF HER BEING HANDED OVER TO HER 
MOTHER... THEREFORE...” 

“PROVIDED THAT IT IS WITHIN THE LAW, I WILL 
PERSONALLY SEE TO IT THAT SHE RECEIVES THE 
BEST POSSIBLE CARE.” 

“THANK YOU.” 

SLOWLY HE DRAINED HIS GLASS OF PORT, AND 
WENT TO A DRAWER AND GOT OUT CIGARETTES. 

“YOU SMOKE A PIPE, DON’T YOU? PLEASE FEEL 
FREE.” 

PRESENTLY, HAVING LIT A CIGARETTE, HE 
MURMURED, AS HE EXHALED THE FIRST PUFF OF 
SMOKE: 

“THAT BEING THE CASE, I HAVE COME TO THE 
CONCLUSION, AFTER GIVING MUCH CAREFUL 
THOUGHT TO THE MATTER, THAT IT WOULD BE THE 
BEST THING ALL AROUND FOR ME TO SERVE A 
TERM IN PRISON.” 

IT CAME AS A SHOCK. AS THE JUDGE WAS 
SPEAKING, A TRILL OF NOTES COULD BE HEARD 
COMING FROM THE PIANO ABOVE THEIR HEADS. 
THE JUDGE LOOKED UP AT THE CEILING. WHEN HE 
SPOKE AGAIN, HIS VOICE WAS HOARSE WITH 
EMOTION, AS IF SUPPRESSED SOBS WERE RISING IN 
HIS THROAT. 

“I KILLED A MAN, CHIEF SUPERINTENDENT.” 

OUTSIDE, THE POLICEMAN’S HOBNAILED BOOTS 
COULD BE HEARD RINGING ON THE HARD PAVING 
STONES. 

“AND NOW THAT I’VE SAID IT, DO YOU STILL FEEL 
LIKE FINISHING YOUR PORT?” 

HE TOOK AN OLD GOLD WATCH FROM HIS 
POCKET, AND PRESSED THE CATCH TO OPEN THE 
COVER. 



“IT’S TWELVE O’CLOCK... IT MAKES NO 
DIFFERENCE TO ME, OF COURSE, BUT YOU MAY 
PREFER TO TAKE A BREAK FOR LUNCH. IT WOULD 
HARDLY BE PROPER FOR ME TO INVITE YOU TO EAT 
AT MY TABLE.” 

HE POURED HIMSELF ANOTHER DRINK, AND THEN 
WENT ACROSS AND SAT DOWN, FACING MAIGRET, 
ON THE OTHER SIDE OF THE CRACKLING FIRE. 



6: The Two Englishwomen of Versailles 


ABOUT ONE O’CLOCK, THE POLICEMAN ON DUTY 
OUTSIDE THE JUDGE’S HOUSE BEGAN SHOWING 
SIGNS OF ANXIETY, AND EVERY TIME HE WENT PAST 
THE WINDOWS HE MOVED A LITTLE CLOSER, 
HOPING TO MAKE OUT WHAT WAS HAPPENING 
INSIDE. 

AT HALF PAST ONE, HE WENT RIGHT UP TO THE 
WINDOW AND PRESSED HIS FACE AGAINST THE 
GLASS. IT TOOK HIM A SECOND OR TWO TO 
REGISTER THE TWO FIGURES SEATED IN 
ARMCHAIRS ON EITHER SIDE OF THE FIREPLACE, 
THEIR HEADS MYSTERIOUSLY WREATHED IN 
CLOUDS OF SMOKE. 

IT WAS AT ABOUT THIS TIME THAT A TINKLE OF 
CUTLERY AND A MURMUR OF FEMALE VOICES 
COULD BE HEARD IN A ROOM NEARBY. LISE 
FORLACROIX, MAIGRET PRESUMED, WAS HAVING 
HER LUNCH. 

FROM TIME TO TIME, HE CROSSED HIS LEGS AND, 
A LITTLE LATER, UNCROSSED THEM, TO TAP OUT 
HIS PIPE ON THE HEEL OF HIS SHOE. THE TILES OF 
THE HEARTH WERE ALREADY THICK WITH ASH. BUT 
WHAT DID IT MATTER NOW? THE JUDGE, FROM 
FORCE OF HABIT, EXTINGUISHED HIS CIGARETTES 
IN A GREEN CHINA ASHTRAY, AND THE GROWING 
PILE OF LITTLE WHITE-AND-BROWN STUBS SPOKE 
VOLUMES. 

THE QUIET MURMUR OF THEIR VOICES 
CONTINUED. EVERY NOW AND THEN, MAIGRET 
WOULD ASK A QUESTION, OR RAISE AN OBJECTION. 
FORLACROIX WOULD REPLY CRISPLY AND 
PRECISELY, JUST AS HE WROTE. 

AT A QUARTER PAST TWO, THE TELEPHONE RANG. 
THEY BOTH STARTED AT THE SOUND, AS IF THEY 


HAD FORGOTTEN THE EXISTENCE OF THE OUTSIDE 
WORLD. FORLACROIX LOOKED INQUIRINGLY AT 
MAIGRET. SHOULD HE ANSWER IT? MAIGRET 
NODDED. 

“HELLO... YES... ELL PUT HIM ON... IT’S FOR YOU, 
CHIEF SUPERINTENDENT.” 

“HELLO, CHIEF... SORRY TO DISTURB YOU... 
MAYBE I WAS WRONG, BUT I WAS BEGINNING TO 
GET WORRIED... THERE’S NOTHING THE MATTER, I 
HOPE...” 

THE JUDGE RETURNED TO HIS SEAT AND 
FIDGETED WITH HIS HANDS AS HE GAZED INTO THE 
LOG FIRE. 

“I WANT YOU TO HIRE A CAR FOR ME... YES, NOW, 
AT ONCE... SEE THAT IT’S HERE WITHIN THE NEXT 
HALF HOUR... NO! NOTHING SPECIAL...” 

AND HE, TOO, RESUMED HIS SEAT. 

WHEN THE TAXI ARRIVED AT THE DOOR, 
BRINGING MEJAT WITH IT, THE CHIEF 
SUPERINTENDENT WAS ALONE IN THE BIG ROOM, 
PACING UP AND DOWN EATING A PATE SANDWICH. 
ON THE TABLE WAS A NEARLY EMPTY BOTTLE OF 
VINTAGE BURGUNDY. THE AIR WAS SO THICK WITH 
SMOKE THAT IT WAS ALMOST IMPOSSIBLE TO 
BREATHE. 

MEJAT STARED WIDE-EYED AT THE CHIEF 
SUPERINTENDENT, LOOKING TOTALLY 
THUNDERSTRUCK. 

“IS IT OVER? ARE YOU GOING TO ARREST HIM? AM 
I TO COME WITH YOU?” 

“YOU’RE TO STAY HERE.” 

“WHAT DO YOU WANT ME TO DO?” 

“GET OUT YOUR NOTEBOOK. WRITE THIS DOWN... 
THERESE, THE GIRL FROM THE HOTEL... THE TWO 
HULOTS, DIDINE AND THE CUSTOMS MAN... ALBERT 



FORLACROIX... AND, MOST IMPORTANT OF ALL, 
MARCEL AIRAUD, WHO MUST BE FOUND AT ALL 
COSTS.” 

“AND YOU WANT ME TO KEEP A WATCH ON THE 
OTHERS YOU MENTIONED?” 

FOOTSTEPS ON THE STAIRS. 

“YOU CAN GO NOW.” 

RELUCTANTLY, MEJAT WENT. THE JUDGE 
APPEARED, WEARING HIS COAT AND HAT, LOOKING 
VERY DAPPER, VERY MUCH THE GENTLEMAN. 

“DO YOU MIND IF I TELEPHONE DOCTOR BRENEOL 
TO ASK HIM ABOUT THE NURSING HOME?” 

LISE FORLACROIX WAS UPSTAIRS WITH THE TWO 
CHARWOMEN. THEY COULD HEAR HER MOVING 
ABOUT. 

“IS THAT YOU, BRENEOL?... NO, NOTHING TO 
WORRY ABOUT... I JUST WANTED TO ASK YOU IF 
YOU HAPPENED TO KNOW OF A GOOD NURSING 
HOME ANYWHERE AROUND LA ROCHE-SUR-YON... 
YES... VILLA ALBERT PREMIER... JUST BEFORE YOU 
GET TO THE TOWN?... THANKS... GOOD-BYE...” 

OLD ELISA WAS THE FIRST TO COME 
DOWNSTAIRS, CARRYING TWO SUITCASES, WHICH 
SHE TOOK OUT TO THE CAR. NEXT CAME HER 
DAUGHTER WITH THE HAND LUGGAGE. LISE WAS 
THE LAST TO APPEAR. SHE WAS ALMOST LOST IN 
THE FOLDS OF A SOFT FUR COAT WITH THE COLLAR 
TURNED UP. 

IT ALL HAPPENED VERY QUICKLY. LISE AND HER 
FATHER GOT IN THE BACK. MAIGRET SAT NEXT TO 
THE DRIVER. DIDINE WATCHED FROM THE CORNER 
OF THE STREET. PASSERS-BY STOPPED IN THEIR 
TRACKS. THEY HAD TO DRIVE THE WHOLE LENGTH 
OF THE MAIN STREET, PAST THE HOTEL, PAST THE 
POST OFFICE AND THE TOWN HALL. CURTAINS 



TWITCHED. A BUNCH OF CHILDREN STARTED 
RUNNING, TRYING TO KEEP UP WITH THE CAR. 

IN THE REARVIEW MIRROR, MAIGRET COULD SEE 
LISE AND HER FATHER. AS FAR AS HE COULD TELL, 
THE JUDGE NEVER ONCE LET GO OF HIS 
DAUGHTER’S HAND THROUGHOUT THE JOURNEY. 
NIGHT WAS CLOSING IN AS THEY APPROACHED LA 
ROCHE-SUR-YON. THEY HAD TO STOP SEVERAL 
TIMES TO ASK THE WAY TO THE VILLA ALBERT 
PREMIER. THERE WAS SOME DELAY BEFORE THEY 
WERE RECEIVED BY THE SUPERINTENDENT AND 
SHOWN THE ROOMS. EVERYTHING WAS WHITE, TOO 
WHITE, LIKE THE CLOTHES OF THE DOCTOR AND 
THE NURSES. 

“ROOM NUMBER SEVEN... VERY WELL.” 

THERE WERE FIVE OF THEM IN THE ROOM, LISE, A 
NURSE, MAIGRET, THE JUDGE, AND THE 
SUPERINTENDENT. 

ONLY THREE WENT OUT INTO THE CORRIDOR. 

LISE AND THE NURSE REMAINED BEHIND ON THE 
OTHER SIDE OF THE DOOR. LISE HAD NOT SHED A 
TEAR. FATHER AND DAUGHTER HAD NOT 
EXCHANGED A PARTING KISS. 

“IN ABOUT AN HOUR’S TIME, A POLICE INSPECTOR 
WILL BE ARRIVING TO STAND GUARD OUTSIDE THIS 
DOOR.” 

A FEW MORE MILES, AND THEY WERE IN THE 
TOWN. THE PRISON GATE. THE FEW FORMALITIES OF 
COMMITTAL. NO DOUBT BY SHEER CHANCE, 
MAIGRET AND THE JUDGE HAD NO TIME TO TAKE 
LEAVE OF ONE ANOTHER. 

A BRASSERIE. A FAT CASHIER. A RAILWAY 
TIMETABLE. A WELL-CHILLED GLASS OF BEER. 

“COULD YOU BRING ME SOME WRITING PAPER 
AND A HAM SANDWICH... OH, AND ANOTHER 
BEER!” 



HE WROTE OUT HIS OFFICIAL REPORT FOR THE 
PUBLIC PROSECUTOR, DRAFTED SEVERAL 
TELEGRAMS, AND CAUGHT HIS TRAIN WITH ONLY 
SECONDS TO SPARE. THEN HE HAD TO HANG ABOUT 
AT THE GARE DE SAINT-PIERRE FROM MIDNIGHT 
TILL TWO IN THE MORNING. 

THE GARE D’ORSAY... AT EIGHT O’CLOCK IN THE 
MORNING, SHAVED AND REFRESHED, HE EMERGED 
FROM HIS APARTMENT ON BOULEVARD RICHARD- 
LENOIR. THE SUN WAS RISING OVER PARIS. HE 
CHANGED BUSES AT THE STOP NEAREST TO POLICE 
HEADQUARTERS, AND FROM THERE HE COULD SEE 
THE WINDOWS OF THE OFFICE THAT HAD ONCE 
BEEN HIS. 

THE JANUARY WEATHER, SUNNY BUT WITH A NIP 
IN THE AIR, PERSISTED AS HE GOT OFF THE TRAIN 
AT VERSAILLES AND SAUNTERED IN LEISURELY 
FASHION, WITH HIS PIPE CLENCHED BETWEEN HIS 
TEETH, DOWN AVENUE DE PARIS. BY NOW IT WAS 
NINE O’CLOCK. AND IT WAS AT THIS POINT THAT HE 
SUDDENLY FELT AS IF HIS PERSONALITY HAD BEEN 
SPLIT IN TWO, AS IF HE WERE LIVING ON TWO 
SEPARATE PLANES SIMULTANEOUSLY. OH, HE WAS 
STILL CHIEF SUPERINTENDENT MAIGRET ALL 
RIGHT, MAIGRET WHO HAD BEEN PACKED OFF TO 
LUQON IN DISGRACE. HIS HANDS WERE IN THE 
POCKETS OF MAIGRET’S OVERCOAT, AND HE WAS 
SMOKING MAIGRET’S PIPE. 

ALL AROUND HIM WAS THE REAL VERSAILLES, 
VERSAILLES AS IT WAS NOW, AND NOT AS IT HAD 
BEEN AT ANY GIVEN MOMENT IN THE PAST. 

IT WAS VERY QUIET ON THE AVENUE, ESPECIALLY 
AT THE FAR END, WHERE MASSIVE PORTALS AND 
HIGH WALLS HID THE PRETTIEST LITTLE PRIVATE 
HOUSES IN ALL THE WORLD. 

AND YET IT ALL SEEMED SOMEHOW A LITTLE 
UNREAL, LIKE LOCATION SHOTS IN A FILM, A 
TRAVEL DOCUMENTARY PERHAPS... A SUCCESSION 



OF IMAGES PROJECTED ON A SCREEN... AND AT THE 
SAME TIME, THE VOICE OF A MAN SETTING THE 
SCENE, THE VOICE OF A COMMENTATOR. 

THE VOICE, THIN AND COLORLESS, WAS THAT OF 
JUDGE FORLACROIX, AND INEVITABLY IT EVOKED, 
SUPERIMPOSED ON THE BUILDINGS OF VERSAILLES, 
THE BIG ROOM AT L’AIGUILLON, THE CRACKLING 
LOGS, THE TILED HEARTH LITTERED WITH PIPE ASH, 
THE CIGARETTE BUTTS IN THE GREEN CHINA 
ASHTRAY. 

“MYFAMILY SETTLED IN VERSAILLES THREE 
GENERATIONS BACK. MY FATHER, WHO WAS AN 
ATTORNEY, LIVED THE WHOLE OF HIS LIFE IN A 
HOUSE ON AVENUE DE PARIS, WHICH HAD BELONGED 
TO HIS FATHER BEFORE HIM... A WHITE WALL... A 
SPACIOUS GATEWAY FLANKED BY STONE PILLARS... A 
GILDED ESCUTCHEON AND ... OUR NAME ENGRAVED 
ON A BRASS PLATE ...” 

AND THERE IT WAS. MAIGRET HAD REACHED THE 
HOUSE, BUT THE ESCUTCHEON WAS GONE, AND SO 
WAS THE BRASS PLATE. THE DOOR WAS OPEN. A 
FOOTMAN IN STRIPED WAISTCOAT WAS BEATING 
CARPETS ON THE PAVEMENT. 

“THROUGH THE GATEWAY INTO A SMALL 
COURTYARD PAVED WITH THOSE SAME LITTLE ROUND 
STONE TILES AS ARE FOUND IN THE GREAT COURT OF 
THE PALACE OF VERSAILLES AND WHICH ARE KNOWN 
AS THE KING’S TILES... GRASS SPROUTING BETWEEN 
THE PAVING STONES... A PORCH WITH A GLASS 
ROOF ... TALL WINDOWS WITH SMALL PANES ... 
EVERYTHING BATHED IN LIGHT... A HALL WITH A 
BRONZE FOUNTAIN IN THE CENTER, AND BEYOND, A 
FORMAL GARDEN IN THE STYLE OF THE TRIANON... 
WITH ITS LA WNS AND ROSES... I WAS BORN THERE, 
LIKE MY FATHER BEFORE ME... FOR YEARS I LIVED 
THERE, DEVOTING MYSELF TO THE PURSUIT OF THE 
ARTS AND LITERATURE, AND THE ENJOYMENT OF 
GOOD FOOD AND GOOD WINE... I BECAME A JUSTICE 



OF THE PEACE, AND HAD NO AMBITION TO RISE ANY 
FURTHER... ” 

WAS IT NOT PERHAPS EASIER TO UNDERSTAND 
ALL THIS HERE IN VERSAILLES THAN IN THE 
SECLUSION OF L’AIGUILLON? 

“A SMALL CIRCLE OF CLOSE FRIENDS... HOLIDAYS 
IN ITALY AND GREECE... AN ADEQUATE INCOME... A 
FEW GOOD PIECES OF FURNITURE, AND A DECENT 
LIBRARY... WHEN MY FATHER DIED, I WAS THIRTY-FIVE 
YEARS OLD, AND STILL A BACHELOR ...” 

NO DOUBT THERE WERE PEOPLE VERY LIKE 
FORLACROIX STILL RESIDING IN THESE HOUSES, 
WHOLLY WRAPPED UP IN THE PURSUIT OF 
GRACIOUS LIVING. 

THE FOOTMAN WAS BEGINNING TO LOOK 
SUSPICIOUSLY AT THIS MAN IN THE HEAVY 
OVERCOAT WHO WAS GAZING SO INTENTLY AT THE 
HOME OF HIS EMPLOYERS. 

BUT MAIGRET HAD A CALL TO MAKE, AND IT WAS 
SURELY TOO EARLY FOR THAT. 

SLOWLY, HE WALKED BACK UP THE AVENUE, 

TOOK A TURNING TO THE RIGHT, THEN TO THE LEFT, 
PAUSING TO READ THE STREET NAMES, AND 
FINALLY REACHED A FOUR-STORY HOUSE, 
SOMEWHAT LARGER THAN THE REST, WHOSE 
ROOMS WERE DOUBTLESS RENTED TO 
INNUMERABLE TENANTS. 

“DOES MADEMOISELLE DOCHET STILL LIVE 
HERE?” HE INQUIRED OF THE CONCIERGE. 

“ONE MOMENT! THERE SHE IS, ON HER WAY 
UPSTAIRS WITH HER SHOPPING.” 

HE CAUGHT UP WITH HER ON THE SECOND 
FLOOR, JUST AS SHE WAS TURNING THE BRASS 
KNOB OF HER APARTMENT DOOR. SHE LOOKED 
ALMOST AS OLD AS THE HOUSE. 



“EXCUSE ME, MADEMOISELLE. YOU ARE THE 
OWNER OF THIS BUILDING, ARE YOU NOT? I’M 
MAKING INQUIRIES ABOUT SOMEONE WHO USED TO 
LIVE HERE... ALL OF TWENTY-FIVE YEARS AGO, IT 
MUST BE...” 

SHE WAS SEVENTY. 

“PLEASE COME IN... EXCUSE ME A MOMENT, 
WHILE I TURN OFF THE GAS IN THE KITCHEN, OR MY 
MILK WILL BOIL OVER...” 

LATTICED WINDOWPANES... CRIMSON CARPETS... 

“THE MAN IN QUESTION WAS A MUSICIAN, 
FAMOUS AS A VIRTUOSO IN HIS DAY. HIS NAME WAS 
CONSTANTINESCO.” 

“I REMEMBER HIM! HE LIVED IN THE APARTMENT 
ABOVE.” 

SO IT WAS TRUE. AND ONCE AGAIN HE SEEMED TO 
HEAR THE JUDGE’S VOICE PROVIDING A RUNNING 
COMMENTARY: 

"HE WAS A BOHEMIAN, AND I FANCY HE HAD THE 
MAKINGS OF A GENIUS. HE MADE QUITE A NAME FOR 
HIMSELF AT THE OUTSET OF HIS CAREER. HE GAVE 
RECITALS ALMOST EVERYWHERE YOU CAN THINK OF, 
INCLUDING AMERICA. SOMEWHERE ON HIS TRAVELS 
HE ACQUIRED A WIFE, AND FATHERED A DA UGHTER. I 
DON’T KNOW WHAT BECAME OF THE WIFE, BUT HE 
KEPT THE DA UGHTER WITH HIM.... FINALLY, HE 
LANDED IN A TUMBLE-DOWN APARTMENT IN 
VERSAILLES, WHERE HE EARNED A MEAGER LIVING BY 
GIVING VIOLIN LESSONS. MY FRIENDS AND I USED TO 
AMUSE OURSELVES BY PLAYING CHAMBER MUSIC, 

AND ONE EVENING, WHEN WE WERE SHORT OF A 
VIOLINIST, SOMEONE BROUGHT HIM ALONG TO MY 
HOUSE r 

A FAINT FLUSH HAD COLORED THE JUDGE’S 
CHEEKS AS HE LOOKED AT HIS WHITE HANDS AND 
MURMURED: 



“/ PLAY THE PIANO A LITTLE .” 

AS FOR THE OLD SPINSTER, HER COMMENT WAS: 

“HE WAS HALF OFF HIS HEAD. HE USED TO FLY 
INTO THE MOST FRIGHTFUL RAGES. I COULD HEAR 
HIM THUNDERING DOWN THE STAIRS, SHOUTING 
HIS HEAD OFF...” 

“WHAT ABOUT THE DAUGHTER?” 

THE LANDLADY PURSED HER LIPS. 

“NOW THAT SHE’S MARRIED, AND DONE VERY 
WELL FOR HERSELF, FROM WHAT I HEAR!... HER 
HUSBAND IS A MAGISTRATE, ISN’T HE? SOME 
PEOPLE HAVE ALL THE LUCK, AND THEY’RE NOT 
ALWAYS THE ONES WHO MOST...” 

WHO MOST WHAT? MAIGRET WOULD NEVER 
KNOW, BECAUSE SHE REFUSED TO SAY ANOTHER 
WORD. 

THERE WAS NOTHING MORE TO BE LEARNED 
HERE. HE KNEW ALL THERE WAS TO KNOW. THE 
JUDGE WAS INCAPABLE OF LYING. 

VALENTINE CONSTANTINESCO... A GIRL OF 
EIGHTEEN, WITH A FIGURE ALREADY WELL 
DEVELOPED, AND HUGE EYES, WHO SET OUT FOR 
PARIS EVERY MORNING CARRYING HER SHEET 
MUSIC, TO STUDY AT THE CONSERVATORY. SHE WAS 
LEARNING THE PIANO, AND, AT THE SAME TIME, 
TAKING VIOLIN LESSONS FROM HER FATHER. 

AND THUS IT WAS THAT A LITTLE JUDGE, A 
BACHELOR AND AN EPICUREAN, TOOK TO SPYING 
ON HER FROM THE CORNER OF THE STREET, AND 
FOLLOWING HER AT A DISTANCE, AND TRAVELING 
ON THE SAME ELECTRIC TRAIN. 

AVENUE DE PARIS... THERE NOW! THE FOOTMAN 
HAD GONE INSIDE, SHUTTING THE FRONT DOOR 
BEHIND HIM, THAT SAME FRONT DOOR WHICH HAD 
OPENED FOR VALENTINE WEARING HER WHITE 
WEDDING DRESS... 



A FEW MARVELOUS YEARS... THE BIRTH OF A 
SON, THEN OF A DAUGHTER... OCCASIONALLY, 
DURING THE SUMMER, THEY AND THE CHILDREN 
WOULD SPEND A FEW WEEKS IN THE OLD FAMILY 
HOME AT L’AIGUILLON... 

“TAKE IT FROM ME, CHIEF SUPERINTENDENT, I AM 
NOT UNFAMILIAR WITH THE WAYS OF THE WORLD... I 
AM NOT ONE TO BE BLINDED BY HAPPINESS... I OFTEN 
USED TO CATCH MYSELF LOOKING AT HER 
UNEASILY. ..BUT WHEN YOU SEE THOSE EYES OF 
HERS, WHICH WILL NOT HAVE CHANGED, YOU WILL 
UNDERSTAND... SUCH INNOCENT, UNCLOUDED 
EYES... AND THAT MELODIOUS VOICE... AND THOSE 
DRESSES SHE WORE, AQUAMARINE AND PALE BLUE, 
SUCH DELICATE, RESTRAINED COLORS, MAKING HER 
LOOK LIKE A PASTEL DRA WING... 

“I DARED NOT ADMIT MY ASTONISHMENT AT 
HAVING FATHERED SUCH A HEFTY, MUSCULAR, HAIRY 
SON, SUCH A HORNY SON OF THE SOIL... 

AS FOR MY DA UGHTER, SHE RESEMBLED HER 
MOTHER... 

“I FOUND OUT LATER THAT MY WIFE’S FATHER, 

WHO WAS FOREVER IN AND OUT OF THE HOUSE, 

KNEW ALL THAT HAD BEEN GOING ON... 

“LET ME THINK NOW... AT THE TIME I AM ABOUT TO 
SPEAK OF, ALBERT WAS TWELVE YEARS OLD, AND LISE 
EIGHT... 

“I WAS SUPPOSED TO GO TO A CONCERT AT FOUR 
O’CLOCK WITH A FRIEND WHO WAS THE AUTHOR OF 
SEVERAL BOOKS ON THE HISTORY OF MUSIC... BUT I 
FOUND HIM ILL IN BED WITH BRONCHITIS, SOI 
RETURNED HOME.... 

“PERHAPS YOU ARE THINKING OF GOING TO SEE 
THE HOUSE? THERE’S A SMALL DOOR CUT INTO THE 
BIG CARRIAGE GATEWAY.. .1 HAD MY KEY... INSTEAD 
OF GOING THROUGH THE HALL, I WENT UP THE 
STAIRS ON THE RIGHT, WHICH LEAD TO THE FLOOR 



WHERE THE BEDROOMS ARE... I INTENDED TO ASK MY 
WIFE TO COME WITH ME...” 

MAIGRET JERKED AT THE BRASS BELLPULL, AND 
HEARD THE CLANG OF A HEAVY BELL, AS SOLEMN 
AS A CONVENT BELL. FOOTSTEPS. THE FOOTMAN, 
STARING AT HIM IN ASTONISHMENT. 

“I SHOULD LIKE TO SPEAK TO THE OWNERS OF 
THIS HOUSE, IF YOU PLEASE.” 

“WHICH OF THE LADIES DO YOU WANT?” 

“WHICHEVER YOU LIKE.” 

AT THIS VERY MOMENT, THROUGH A WINDOW ON 
THE GROUND FLOOR, HE CAUGHT SIGHT OF TWO 
WOMEN, BOTH WEARING GARISHLY COLORED 
DRESSING GOWNS. ONE WAS SMOKING A 
CIGARETTE IN A LONG HOLDER, THE OTHER A 
MINUTE PIPE. MAIGRET COULD NOT HELP SMILING. 

“WHAT IS IT, JEAN?” 

A STRONG ENGLISH ACCENT. BOTH WOMEN WERE 
IN THEIR MIDDLE FORTIES. THE ROOM, WHICH MUST 
HAVE BEEN THE MAIN DRAWING ROOM IN THE 
FORLACROIXES ’ TIME, HAD BEEN TRANSFORMED 
INTO AN ARTIST’S STUDIO. LITTERED ABOUT WERE 
EASELS, EXTREMELY MODERNISTIC PAINTINGS, 
GLASSES AND BOTTLES, AFRICAN AND CHINESE 
ARTIFACTS, IN SHORT, ALL THE BRIC-A-BRAC OF 
MONTPARNASSE BOHEMIANISM. 

MAIGRET PROFFERED HIS CARD. 

“COME IN, CHIEF SUPERINTENDENT... WE HAVE 
NOT DONE ANYTHING AMISS, I TRUST... THIS IS MY 
FRIEND, MRS. PERKINS... I AM ANGELINA DODDS... 
WHICH OF US DO YOU WANT?” 

SHE HAD GREAT EASE OF MANNER, AND A 
HUMOROUS TWINKLE IN HER EYE. 

“MAY I ASK HOW LONG YOU HAVE LIVED IN THIS 


HOUSE?” 



“SEVEN YEARS... THE PREVIOUS OWNER WAS AN 
ELDERLY SENATOR, WHO DIED... BEFORE HIM, WE 
WERE TOLD, THE HOUSE USED TO BELONG TO A 
JUDGE.” 

WHAT A PITY THE ELDERLY SENATOR HAD DIED. 
HE, NO DOUBT, HAD KEPT THE HOUSE MORE OR 
LESS AS IT HAD BEEN IN FORLACROIX’S TIME, SINCE 
HE HAD TAKEN OVER THE ORIGINAL FURNITURE 
AND SOME OF THE ORNAMENTS. 

NOW, A RED-AND-GOLD CHINESE DIVAN 
SMOTHERED IN DRAGONS CLASHED HIDEOUSLY 
WITH AN EXQUISITELY DELICATE LOUIS XVI PIER 
GLASS. 

OH, WELL! A COUPLE OF ENGLISH ECCENTRICS, 
OBVIOUSLY, BITTEN WITH THE PAINTING BUG, AND 
DAZZLED BY THE GLAMOUR ATTACHED TO 
VERSAILLES. 

“DO YOU EMPLOY A GARDENER?” 

“OF COURSE. WHY DO YOU ASK?” 

“I WONDER IF YOU WOULD MIND SHOWING ME 
THE GARDEN, OR GETTING ONE OF THE SERVANTS 
TO DO SO?” 

GREATLY INTRIGUED, BOTH OF THEM WENT WITH 
HIM. IT WAS A PERIOD GARDEN, IN KEEPING WITH 
THE HOUSE, A REPLICA, ON A SMALLER SCALE, OF 
THE TRIANON GARDENS. 

“I ALWAYS LOOKED AFTER MY ROSEBUSHES 
MYSELF,” THE JUDGE HAD SAID. “WHICHEXPLAINS 
WHY I REMEMBERED THE WELLS...” 

THERE WERE THREE WELLS, AND THESE WERE 
NOW POINTED OUT TO HIM. THE ONE IN THE 
MIDDLE, WHICH WAS FILLED IN, WAS NO DOUBT 
PLANTED WITH GERANIUMS OR SOME OTHER 
FLOWERS IN THE SUMMER. 

“WOULD YOU MIND VERY MUCH IF I HAD THESE 
WELLS DUG UP? IT’S BOUND TO MAKE A GOOD 



DEAL OF MESS, AND I HAVEN’T GOT THE 
NECESSARY AUTHORITY TO UNDERTAKE THE WORK 
WITHOUT YOUR CONSENT.” 

“WHAT ARE YOU LOOKING FOR? BURIED 
TREASURE?” EXCLAIMED ONE OF THE 
ENGLISHWOMEN, WITH A LAUGH. “URBAIN! COME 
OVER HERE A MINUTE, AND BRING A SPADE WITH 
YOU.” 

FAR AWAY IN L’AIGUILLON THE JUDGE HAD 
SPOKEN DISPASSIONATELY, AS THOUGH HIS STORY 
CONCERNED SOMEONE OTHER THAN HIMSELF. 

“YOUKNOW THE TERM IN FLAGRANTE DELICTO, / 
DARESAY... YOU MUST OFTEN HAVE WITNESSED SUCH 
SCENES IN HOTEL BEDROOMS AND SEEDY 
LODGINGS... THERE ARE CASES... WHAT REALLY GOT 
TO ME, I THINK, WAS THAT THE MAN HAD SUCH A 
COARSE FACE, AND THAT HE LOOKED AT ME WITH 
CONTEMPT... AND THIS IN SPITE OF HIS OWN 
APPEARANCE, CLOWNISH, LOATHSOME, HALF NAKED, 
HIS HAIR ALL OVER THE PLACE, SMUDGES OF 
LIPSTICK ON HIS LEFT CHEEK...I KILLED HIM ...” 

“WERE YOU CARRYING A GUN?” 

“NO, BUT I KEPT ONE IN THE CHEST OF DRAWERS IN 
OUR BEDROOM. THE DRAWER WAS WITHIN REACH OF 
MY HAND... I DID IT IN COLD BLOOD, I FREELY ADMIT 
THAT... IWASMORE COLLECTED THAN I AM NOW... I 
THOUGHT OF THE CHILDREN, WHO WOULD SOON BE 
COMING HOME FROM SCHOOL... I HEARD LATER THAT 
HE WAS A CAFE SINGER. 

... HE WASN’T AT ALL HANDSOME... HE HAD THICK, 
GREASY HAIR ALL IN A BUNCH AT THE BACK OF HIS 
NECK...” 

MAIGRET HASTENED UP TO THE GARDENER. 

“THE TOPSOIL GOES DOWN ABOUT TEN INCHES, I 
SUSPECT. BETTER GET THAT OUT FIRST. AND 
UNDERNEATH...” 



“STONES AND CEMENT,” DECLARED URBAIN. 

“WELL, WHATEVER IS THERE, IT WILL HAVE TO BE 
DUG UP.” 

THE LEVEL VOICE HAD TAKEN ON A NIGHTMARE 
QUALITY: 

“IREMEMBERED THE WELLS... I CARRIED THE MAN 
AND HIS CLOTHES, AND EVERYTHING HE HAD WITH 
HIM... THERE WASN’T MUCH ROOM IN THE WELL. I 
HAD TO CRAM THE BODY DOWN INTO IT, AND EVEN 
THEN I COULDN’T GET IT DOUBLED UP... I COVERED 
IT WITH BIG STONES, AND POURED SEVERAL SACKS OF 
CEMENT OVER IT... BUT THAT ISN’T THE REAL POINT ... 
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IT WAS AT THIS JUNCTURE THAT THE 
POLICEMAN’S FACE HAD APPEARED, PRESSED 
AGAINST THE WINDOW. THE JUDGE, WITH A LITTLE 
SHRUG, HAD CONTINUED. 

“FROM ONE MINUTE TO THE NEXT, MY WIFE WAS 
TRANSFORMED INTO A KIND OF FURY IN LESS THAN 
HALF AN HOUR, CHIEF SUPERINTENDENT, I HEARD 
FROM HER OWN LIPS EVERYTHING THERE WAS TO 
KNOW; THE AFFAIRS SHE HAD HAD BEFORE OUR 
MARRIAGE, ALL HER ARTFUL LITTLE TRICKS, HER 
FATHER’S COMPLICITY... THEN FOLLOWED A LIST OF 
HER MANY LOVERS, AND DETAILS OF HER 
ASSIGNATIONS WITH THEM... SHE WAS 
UNRECOGNIZABLE... SHE WAS LITERALLY FOAMING AT 
THE MOUTH.... 

“ 'AND, AS FOR THIS ONE, I LOVED HIM, DO YOU 
HEAR ME, I LOVED HIM! ’ SHE SHRIEKED, WITH NEVER 
A THOUGHT FOR THE CHILDREN, WHO HAD JUST 
COME IN, AND MIGHT EASILY HAVE HEARD. 

“I SHOULD HAVE SENT FOR THE POLICE AND TOLD 
THEM THE TRUTH, SHOULDN’T I? I WOULD HAVE 
BEEN ACQUITTED. BUT IF I HAD, MY CHILDREN, AND 
MORE ESPECIALLY MY DAUGHTER, WOULD HAVE HAD 



TO LIVE OUT THEIR LIVES KNOWING THAT THEIR 
MOTHER... 

“BELIEVE ME, I THOUGHT IT ALL OUT, ALTHOUGH 
THERE WAS SO LITTLE TIME... IT’S AMAZING HOW 
CLEARLY ONE SEES THINGS IN MOMENTS OF CRISIS.... 

“I WAITED UNTIL NIGHTFALL... IT WAS THE HEIGHT 
OF SUMMER... IT DIDN’T GET DARK UNTIL VERY 
LATE... I’M TOUGHER THAN I LOOK... AND I SEEMED 
TO FIND ADDED STRENGTH THAT NIGHT ...” 

ELEVEN O’CLOCK. THE GROUND, WHICH HAD 
FROZEN DURING THE NIGHT, WAS NOW MOIST AND 
WARM IN THE SUNLIGHT. 

“WELL?” ASKED MAIGRET. 

“SEE FOR YOURSELF.” 

THE CHIEF SUPERINTENDENT BENT DOWN. THE 
DIGGING HAD UNCOVERED A WHITISH OBJECT. A 
SKULL. 

“I DO APOLOGIZE, LADIES, FOR ALL THIS MESS... 
BUT REST ASSURED, I WON’T NEED TO TROUBLE 
YOU AGAIN. THIS HAS TO DO WITH A MURDER 
COMMITTED LONG AGO. I WILL REIMBURSE YOU 
FOR ANY EXPENSE INCURRED, PENDING YOUR 
FORMAL CLAIM FOR COMPENSATION.” 

THE JUDGE HAD NOT LIED. HE HAD KILLED A 
MAN. AND FOR THE BEST PART OF FIFTEEN YEARS, 
ALL KNOWLEDGE OF IT HAD BEEN KEPT FROM 
EVERYONE EXCEPT HIS WIFE, WHO NOW LIVED ON 
THE RIVIERA, IN NICE, AT THE VILLA DES ROCHES- 
GRISES WITH THE DUTCHMAN HORACE VAN 
USSCHEN, WHO HAD MADE HIS FORTUNE IN COCOA. 

“WOULD YOU CARE FOR SOME WHISKY, CHIEF 
SUPERINTENDENT?” 

IF THERE WAS ONE THING HE COULDN’T ABIDE, IT 
WAS WHISKY. STILL LESS COULD HE ENDURE THE 
THOUGHT OF DISCUSSING THIS CASE WITH 
ANYONE. 



“I’LL HAVE TO REPORT THIS TO THE AUTHORITIES. 
I’D LIKE TO GET IT OVER WITH BEFORE LUNCH.” 

“WILL YOU BE COMING BACK?” 

ASSUREDLY NOT. THIS MURDER WAS NO 
CONCERN OF HIS. WHAT HE WAS INVESTIGATING 
WAS THE DEATH OF A DOCTOR NAMED JANIN IN A 
HOUSE IN L’AIGUILLON. 

AVENUE DE PARIS SPARKLED IN THE ALL- 
PERVASIVE SUNLIGHT, AS IF IT HAD BEEN 
SPRINKLED WITH GOLD DUST. BUT TIME WAS 
PRESSING. HE HAILED A PASSING TAXI. 

“THE PALAIS DE JUSTICE.” 

“IT’S NO DISTANCE.” 

“WHAT’S THAT MATTER TO YOU?” 

HE HAD HIMSELF ANNOUNCED, AND WAS 
RECEIVED WITH A MIXTURE OF SKEPTICISM AND 
EMBARRASSMENT. 

HE LUNCHED ALONE, ORDERING HIMSELF A 
PLATE OF CHOUCROUTE GARNIE AT THE BRASSERIE 
SUISSE. HE READ THE NEWSPAPER WITHOUT 
TAKING IN A WORD. 

“WAITER! WOULD YOU PLEASE PUT A CALL 
THROUGH FOR ME TO LA ROCHE-SUR-YON FORTY- 
ONE. A PRIORITY CALL. POLICE BUSINESS... OH, 

AND ANOTHER TO THE PRISON...” 

THE BEER WAS GOOD, THE CHOUCROUTE 
TOLERABLE, NOT BAD AT ALL, IN FACT. HE 
ORDERED A COUPLE MORE SAUSAGES. NOT QUITE 
WHAT THE SUN KING WOULD HAVE CHOSEN 
PERHAPS, BUT WHO CARED? 

“HELLO... YES... SHE’S SETTLED IN ALL RIGHT?... 
SPLENDID. WHAT’S THAT?... SHE’S ASKING FOR A 
PIANO?... HIRE ONE FOR HER, THEN... YES, I DO 
MEAN IT... I’LL TAKE THE RESPONSIBILITY... HER 
FATHER WILL MEET ALL EXPENSES... AS FOR YOU, 



IF YOU DARE TO LEAVE YOUR POST, OR IF SHE 
MANAGES TO ESCAPE THROUGH THE WINDOW.. .” 

THE PRISON AUTHORITIES HAD NOTHING TO 
REPORT. AT ELEVEN THAT MORNING, JUDGE 
FORLACROIX HAD BEEN VISITED BY HIS LAWYER, 
WHO HAD SPENT HALF AN HOUR IN FRIENDLY 
CONVERSATION WITH HIS CLIENT. 


7: Ask the Chief Superintendent 


IT WAS WITH REAL PLEASURE, AT EIGHT O’CLOCK 
THE NEXT MORNING, THAT THE CHIEF 
SUPERINTENDENT WENT DOWN THE NARROW 
LITTLE STAIRCASE, ITS VARNISHED PINE HARDRAIL 
GLEAMING IN THE SUNLIGHT, TO TAKE HIS SEAT AT 
HIS USUAL TABLE IN THE DESERTED BAR OF THE 
INN, AND EAT HOMEMADE SAUSAGE AND FRESHLY 
CAUGHT SHRIMP OUT OF A THICK POTTERY BOWL. 

“THERESE!” HE CALLED OUT AS HE SAT DOWN. 
“MY COFFEE...” 

BUT IT WAS THE LANDLADY WHO SERVED HIM. 

“THERESE HAS GONE TO THE BUTCHER’S.” 

“TELL ME, MADAME, WHY IS IT THAT, ALTHOUGH 
THE TIDE IS OUT, THE HARBOR IS DESERTED? ARE 
THE PEOPLE AROUND HERE AFRAID OF THE COLD?” 

“IT’S THE NEAP TIDE,” SHE REPLIED. 

“WHAT DOES THAT MEAN?” 

“THE MEN DON’T GO OUT TO THE MUSSEL BEDS 
WHEN THE TIDES ARE SLACK.” 

“IN OTHER WORDS, THE MUSSEL FARMERS HAVE 
NO WORK FOR HALF THE YEAR?” 

“NOT AT ALL! MOST OF THEM OWN FARMLAND, 
OR MARKET GARDENS OR SHEEP AND CATTLE.” 


EVEN MEJAT, WHOM MAIGRET GREETED WARMLY 
IN SPITE OF HIS BRILLIANTINE, WAS WEARING A 
SCARF. IT WAS GREEN AND MUCH TOO BRIGHT, AND 
MADE HIM LOOK SLIGHTLY RIDICULOUS. 

“HAVE A SEAT... HAVE SOME BREAKFAST... AND 
TELL ME WHAT THE POOR OLD LADY HAD TO SAY.” 

HE WAS REFERRING TO MARCEL’S MOTHER. TO 
TELL THE TRUTH, MAIGRET WAS NOT SORRY TO 
HAVE BEEN ABLE TO UNLOAD THAT PARTICULAR 
CHORE ONTO THE INSPECTOR. 

“IT’S A TYPICAL, OLD-FASHIONED, LOCAL 
FARMHOUSE, I SUPPOSE. FULL OF FURNITURE, 
REMINISCENT OF EARLIER TIMES... AND A 
GRANDFATHER CLOCK WITH A SLUGGISH BRASS 
PENDULUM WINKING IN THE FIRELIGHT?” 

“YOU’VE GOT IT ALL WRONG, CHIEF. THE WHOLE 
HOUSE GETS A FRESH COAT OF PAINT EVERY YEAR, 
AND, IN PLACE OF THE OLD DOOR, IT HAS A NEW 
ONE, ORNAMENTED WITH FAKE WROUGHT IRON. 
THE FURNITURE COMES FROM A DEPARTMENT 
STORE ON BOULEVARD BARBES.” 

“SHE BEGAN BY OFFERING YOU A DRINK, I 
SUPPOSE?” 

“YES.” 

“AND YOU HADN’T THE HEART TO REFUSE.” 

POOR MEJAT COULD NOT SEE THAT HE HAD DONE 
ANYTHING WRONG IN ACCEPTING THE PROFFERED 
GLASS OF AROMATIC, HOMEMADE PLUM BRANDY. 

“THERE’S NO NEED TO BLUSH... I WASN’T 
GETTING AT YOU.” 

WAS HE NOT, RATHER, THINKING OF HIMSELF, 
EATING AND DRINKING IN THE JUDGE’S HOUSE? 

“SOME PEOPLE ARE STRONG-MINDED ENOUGH TO 
REFUSE, OTHERS ARE NOT. YOU WENT TO SEE THE 
OLD LADY TO PUMP HER ABOUT HER SON, AND YOU 



SET THE BALL ROLLING BY DRINKING HER PLUM 
BRANDY. THE JUDGE NOW, THERE’S A MAN STRONG- 
MINDED ENOUGH TO REFUSE, OR SO I BELIEVE... TO 
REFUSE ANYTHING... EVEN TO HIMSELF... DON’T 
LOOK SO PUZZLED. I’M JUST THINKING ALOUD. DID 
SHE BREAK DOWN?” 

“YOU’VE GOT TO UNDERSTAND THAT SHE’S 
ALMOST AS BIG AND BEEFY AS HER SON. AT FIRST 
SHE TRIED TO BRAZEN IT OUT, AND THEN SHE 
CHANGED HER TACK AND BECAME VERY 
HIGHHANDED. SHE SAID THAT IF I WENT ON 
BADGERING HER, SHE WOULD SEND FOR HER 
LAWYER. I ASKED HER WHETHER IT WAS NOT TRUE 
THAT HER SON HAD BEEN ABSENT FROM HOME FOR 
SEVERAL DAYS. THAT BOTHERED HER, I COULD SEE. 
AFTER SOME HESITATION, SHE SAID: 

“ ‘I BELIEVE HE’S GONE TO NIORT ON BUSINESS.’ 

“ ‘NIORT? ARE YOU SURE OF THAT? DID HE SPEND 
THE NIGHT THERE?’ 

“ ‘I DON’T KNOW.’ 

“ ‘HOW CAN YOU SAY YOU DON’T KNOW, WITH 
THE TWO OF YOU LIVING ALONE UNDER THE SAME 
ROOF? HAVE I YOUR PERMISSION TO LOOK AROUND 
THE HOUSE? I HAVEN’T GOT A WARRANT, BUT IF 
YOU REFUSE...’ 

“WE WENT UPSTAIRS. AND THERE YOU REALLY 
FEEL YOU ARE IN AN OLD HOUSE, WITH ALL THAT 
OLD-FASHIONED FURNITURE, JUST AS YOU 
DESCRIBED IT, MASSIVE WARDROBES AND CHESTS 
OF DRAWERS, AND BLOWN-UP PHOTOGRAPHS ON 
THE WALLS. 

“ ‘WHAT DOES YOUR SON USUALLY WEAR WHEN 
HE GOES INTO TOWN?’ 

“SHE TOOK A BLUE SERGE SUIT FROM THE 
WARDROBE. I SEARCHED THE POCKETS. I FOUND 



THIS RECEIPTED BILL FROM A HOTEL IN NANTES... 
TAKE A LOOK AT THE DATE.” 

IT WAS DATED THE FIFTH OF JANUARY, A FEW 
DAYS BEFORE DOCTOR JANIN’S ARRIVAL IN 
L’AIGUILLON. 

“SO YOU HAD NO REASON TO REGRET THAT 
GLASS OF PLUM BRANDY,” REMARKED MAIGRET. HE 
GOT UP AS HE SAW THE TELEGRAPH BOY ARRIVE. 

HE RESUMED HIS SEAT WITH A HANDFUL OF 
TELEGRAMS, AND LAID THEM ON THE TABLE IN 
FRONT OF HIM. AS USUAL, HE WAS IN NO HURRY TO 
OPEN THEM. 

“BY THE WAY, DO YOU KNOW WHY DIDINE AND 
HER HUSBAND, OLD HULOT, HAVE SUCH A GRUDGE 
AGAINST THE JUDGE? I HAD ALL SORTS OF 
FANCIFUL NOTIONS ABOUT THAT, BUT IT’S QUITE 
SIMPLE REALLY, LIKE EVERYTHING ELSE IN THIS 
VILLAGE. THE TRUTH IS AS UNADORNED AS THAT 
LIGHTHOUSE OUT THERE, GLEAMING IN THE SUN. 
SHORTLY AFTER HULOT’S RETIREMENT, THE JUDGE 
CAME TO LIVE IN L’AIGUILLON. DIDINE WENT TO 
SEE HIM AND, REMINDING HIM THAT THEY HAD 
KNOWN ONE ANOTHER AS CHILDREN, OFFERED HER 
SERVICES AND THOSE OF HER HUSBAND AS COOK 
AND GARDENER RESPECTIVELY. FORLACROIX, 
KNOWING THE SORT OF WOMAN SHE WAS, NO 
DOUBT, REFUSED. AND THAT’S ALL THERE IS TO IT.” 

HE OPENED ONE OF THE TELEGRAMS, READ IT, 
AND HANDED IT TO MEJAT. 

NAVAL RATING MARCEL AIRAUD SERVED ABOARD 
MINESWEEPER VENGEUR. 

“BUT SEEING THAT THE JUDGE HAS 
CONFESSED...” PROTESTED MEJAT. 

“OH, HE’S CONFESSED, HAS HE?” 

“THAT’S WHAT IT SAYS IN ALL THE PAPERS.” 



“AND YOU, OF COURSE, BELIEVE EVERYTHING 
YOU READ IN THE PAPERS!” 

WITH EXEMPLARY PATIENCE, HE WHILED AWAY 
THE NEXT TEN HOURS, DOING VIRTUALLY 
NOTHING, ROAMING AROUND AMONG THE 
BEACHED FISHING BOATS, WHILE AT THE SAME 
TIME KEEPING AN EYE ON THE JUDGE’S HOUSE. ON 
TWO OCCASIONS, ADMITTEDLY, HE DARTED INTO 
THE HOTEL FOR A QUICK NIP, BUT ONLY BECAUSE IT 
REALLY WAS A VERY COLD DAY 

HE COULDN’T HELP SMILING AS HE WATCHED THE 
TWO CARS DRAW UP ONE BEHIND THE OTHER. 
RESPECT FOR THE CONVENTIONS WAS ALL VERY 
WELL, BUT THIS BORDERED ON THE RIDICULOUS. 
THE TWO MEN, WHO HAD SET OUT FROM LA ROCHE- 
SUR-YON AT CRACK OF DAWN, WERE OLD FRIENDS. 
THEY HAD BEEN ON FIRST-NAME TERMS SINCE 
THEIR SCHOOL DAYS. THEY WOULD HAVE MUCH 
PREFERRED TO MAKE THE JOURNEY TOGETHER IN A 
SINGLE CAR. BUT, REGRETTABLY, ONE WAS THE 
EXAMINING MAGISTRATE ASSIGNED TO THE 
L’AIGUILLON MURDER INVESTIGATION, AND THE 
OTHER WAS THE LAWYER CHOSEN BY JUDGE 
FORLACROIX TO ACT FOR HIM. HAVING REGARD 
FOR THE CIRCUMSTANCES, THEY HAD ENDURED 
HOURS OF HEART-SEARCHING THE PREVIOUS 
NIGHT. SHOULD THEY OR SHOULD THEY NOT? 

BOTH MEN SHOOK HANDS WITH MAIGRET. 

MAITRE COURTIEUX, A MIDDLE-AGED MAN, WAS 
REPUTED TO BE THE BEST LAWYER IN THE 
LOCALITY. 

“MY CLIENT TELLS ME THAT HE ENTRUSTED ALL 
THE KEYS OF THE HOUSE TO YOU.” 

MAIGRET JINGLED THEM IN HIS POCKET, AND THE 
THREE MEN SET OFF TOGETHER FOR THE HOUSE, 
WHERE A POLICEMAN WAS STILL ON GUARD 
OUTSIDE. THE EXAMINING MAGISTRATE REMARKED 
ON THIS, NOT BECAUSE HE ATTACHED ANY 



PARTICULAR IMPORTANCE TO IT, BUT BECAUSE HE 
WISHED IT TO BE KNOWN THAT NOTHING ESCAPED 
HIS NOTICE. 

“STRICTLY SPEAKING, ALL THE DOORS SHOULD 
HAVE BEEN SEALED... 

BUT SEEING THAT MONSIEUR FORLACROIX 
PERSONALLY ENTRUSTED THE KEYS TO THE CHIEF 
SUPERINTENDENT, AND THAT HE HAS CHARGE OF 
THEM...” 

IT WAS REALLY ASTONISHING TO OBSERVE THE 
EXTENT TO WHICH MAIGRET FELT AT HOME IN THAT 
HOUSE. HE MADE STRAIGHT FOR THE COAT STAND 
AND, HAVING HUNG UP HIS COAT, LED THE WAY TO 
THE LIBRARY. 

“AS WE SHALL BE HERE SOME TIME, I PROPOSE TO 
LIGHT THE FIRE.” 

MAIGRET COULD NOT BUT FEEL MOVED AT THE 
SIGHT OF THE TWO ARMCHAIRS ON EITHER SIDE OF 
THE FIREPLACE, AND THE PIPE ASH AND CIGARETTE 
BUTTS, WHICH HAD NOT BEEN CLEARED AWAY. 

“DO PLEASE MAKE YOURSELVES AT HOME, 
GENTLEMEN.” 

“MY CLIENT’S WORDS TO ME,” BEGAN THE 
LAWYER, SOUNDING NONE TOO HAPPY ABOUT IT, 
“WERE, ‘ASK THE CHIEF SUPERINTENDENT. HE WILL 
TELL YOU ALL YOU NEED TO KNOW.’ 

“SO I AM RELYING ON YOU, CHIEF 
SUPERINTENDENT, TO TELL US JUST EXACTLY WHAT 
HE DID AFTER HAVING KILLED THE MAN AND 
WALLED HIM UP, SO TO SPEAK, IN THE WELL IN HIS 
GARDEN...” 

“YOU GO FIRST, JUDGE,” MURMURED MAIGRET TO 
THE EXAMINING MAGISTRATE, AS IF THIS REALLY 
WERE HIS HOME. “MIND YOU, I’M NOT EXPECTING 
TO MAKE ANY SENSATIONAL DISCOVERIES. I ASKED 
FOR A SEARCH WARRANT IN THE HOPE OF BEING 



ABLE TO PIECE TOGETHER AN IMPRESSION OF 
JUDGE FORLACROIX’S LIFE DURING THE PAST FEW 
YEARS. 

“NOTE THE REFINEMENT OF TASTE WITH WHICH 
EVERY PIECE OF FURNITURE HAS BEEN CHOSEN, 
AND THE RIGHT PLACE FOUND FOR IT, AND, INDEED, 
FOR EVERY SINGLE ORNAMENT.” 

FORLACROIX HAD NOT LEFT VERSAILLES 
IMMEDIATELY. COLDLY AND UNCOMPROMISINGLY, 
HE HAD TURNED HIS WIFE OUT OF THE HOUSE, BUT 
NOT UNTIL HE HAD WRITTEN HER A FAIRLY 
SUBSTANTIAL CHECK. 

MAIGRET COULD PICTURE HIM VERY CLEARLY, A 
SMALL, EMACIATED FIGURE, WITH HIS HALO OF 
UNRULY HAIR, NEAT, SENSITIVE HANDS, AND FRIGID 
MANNER. AS THE CHIEF SUPERINTENDENT HAD 
PREVIOUSLY REMARKED, HE WAS NOT THE MAN TO 
BE CAJOLED INTO COMPROMISE AGAINST HIS WILL. 
DIDINE HAD FOUND THIS OUT, AND, EVEN AFTER 
ALL THESE YEARS, COULD NOT FORGET THE COOL 
INDIFFERENCE WITH WHICH HER PROPOSITION HAD 
BEEN BRUSHED ASIDE, OR, RATHER, NOT SO MUCH 
BRUSHED ASIDE AS IGNORED. 

“DID SHE NOT PLEAD WITH YOU TO ALLOW HER 
TO REMAIN WITH YOU AND HER CHILDREN?” 
MAIGRET HAD ASKED, AS THEY SAT FACING ONE 
ANOTHER ON EITHER SIDE OF THE HEARTH. 

OF COURSE! THERE HAD BEEN MORE THAN ONE 
UGLY SCENE. SHE HAD FLUNG HERSELF FULL- 
LENGTH ON THE FLOOR. AND FOR MONTHS 
AFTERWARD SHE HAD BOMBARDED HIM WITH 
LETTERS. SHE HAD BEGGED. SHE HAD THREATENED. 

“I NEVER ANSWERED ANY OF THEM. THEN ONE 
DAY I LEARNED THAT SHE HAD SET UP HOUSE ON 
THE RIVIERA WITH A DUTCHMAN.” 

HE HAD SOLD THE HOUSE IN VERSAILLES. HE HAD 
COME TO SETTLE IN L’AIGUILLON. AND THEN... 



“CAN’T YOU FEEL THE ATMOSPHERE IN THIS 
HOUSE?” SIGHED MAIGRET. “IT IS REDOLENT OF 
COMFORT AND THE PLEASURES OF EASY LIVING. 
AND YET, FOR YEARS ON END, A MAN LIVED HERE 
TORMENTED DAY AFTER DAY BY THE THOUGHT 
THAT HE WAS PERHAPS NOT THE FATHER OF HIS 
OWN CHILDREN. AND THE SON, TOO, AS HE GREW 
OLDER, BEGAN TO SENSE A MYSTERY, AND TO ASK 
QUESTIONS ABOUT HIS MOTHER AND HIS BIRTH.” 

HE HAD JUST OPENED A DOOR TO A ROOM FILLED 
WITH TOYS OF EVERY DESCRIPTION, LYING ABOUT 
AS THEY HAD BEEN LEFT. IN A CORNER STOOD A 
SCHOOLBOY’S DESK OF UNSTAINED OAK. 

NEXT THEY CAME TO ALBERT’S FORMER 
BEDROOM. THERE WERE STILL SOME OF HIS OLD 
CLOTHES HANGING IN THE WARDROBE. IN 
ANOTHER ROOM THEY FOUND A CUPBOARD FULL 
OF LISE FORLACROIX’S DOLLS. 

“AT THE AGE OF SEVENTEEN OR EIGHTEEN,” 

WENT ON THE CHIEF SUPERINTENDENT, “ALBERT, 
FOR GOD KNOWS WHAT REASON, CONCEIVED A 
VIOLENT DISLIKE FOR HIS FATHER. HE COULDN’T 
UNDERSTAND WHY HE KEPT HIS SISTER LOCKED 
UP... THIS WAS JUST AFTER LISE HAD HAD HER 
FIRST ATTACK... 

“IT WAS AT ABOUT THIS TIME, ALSO, THAT 
ALBERT CAME UPON ONE OF THE LETTERS WRITTEN 
SHORTLY AFTER THE BREAKUP OF THE FAMILY. 
HOLD ON A MINUTE... IT MUST BE IN THIS DESK. I 
HAVE THE KEY.” 

IT SEEMED TO HIM THAT HE POSSESSED NOT 
ONLY THE KEY TO THE LOUIS XIV WRITING DESK, 
BUT ALSO THE KEY TO ALL THE CHARACTERS 
WHOSE INTERACTION HAD CAUSED SO MUCH 
DAMAGE OVER SO MANY YEARS. HE PUFFED AT HIS 
PIPE AS HE LED THE EXAMINING MAGISTRATE AND 
THE LAWYER FROM ROOM TO ROOM. AS HE 
TOUCHED THIS OR THAT OBJECT AND BROACHED 



THIS OR THAT SUBJECT, HE EVINCED A DEGREE OF 
DELICACY UNEXPECTED IN A MAN WITH SUCH BIG 
HANDS AND SUCH A BULKY FRAME. 

“YOU CAN ADD IT TO THE FILE,” HE SAID, 
WITHOUT SO MUCH AS GLANCING AT IT. “I KNOW IT 
BY HEART. SHE THREATENS HER HUSBAND WITH 
PRISON. ALBERT DEMANDED AN EXPLANATION. 
FORLACROIX REFUSED TO OBLIGE. FROM THEN ON 
THEY LIVED TOGETHER LIKE STRANGERS. AFTER 
HIS MILITARY SERVICE, ALBERT DECIDED TO MAKE 
A LIFE OF HIS OWN, BUT SOMETHING, UNSATISFIED 
CURIOSITY PERHAPS, KEPT HIM IN L’AIGUILLON, 
AND HE SET HIMSELF UP AS A MUSSEL-GATHERER... 
YOU HAVE SEEN HIM... DESPITE HIS PHYSIQUE, HE 
IS RESTLESS AND VIOLENT BY TEMPERAMENT, A 
BORN REBEL. AS FOR THE GIRL...” 

THERE WAS A RING AT THE DOOR. THE CHIEF 
SUPERINTENDENT WENT TO OPEN IT. IT WAS MEJAT, 
DELIVERING A TELEGRAM. MEJAT WAS HOPING TO 
BE INVITED IN, BUT HE WAS DISAPPOINTED. 
MAIGRET RETURNED UPSTAIRS AND ANNOUNCED: 

“I SUMMONED HER HERE BY TELEGRAM. I HAVE 
JUST HAD HER REPLY. SHE IS COMING.” 

“WHO?” 

“MADAME FORLACROIX. SHE LEFT NICE BY CAR 
YESTERDAY AT NOON.” 

MAIGRET’S BEHAVIOR WAS DISTURBING TO 
WATCH. FOR SOMETHING VERY STRANGE INDEED 
WAS HAPPENING. AS HE CAME AND WENT IN THIS 
HOUSE THAT WAS NOT HIS OWN, AS HE RECALLED 
EVENTS IN THE LIVES OF PEOPLE WHOSE 
EXPERIENCES HE HAD NOT SHARED, HE SEEMED NO 
LONGER TO BE QUITE THE SAME FAMILIAR 
MAIGRET, ROUGH-HEWN, BULKY, AND IMPASSIVE, 
BUT UNCONSCIOUSLY TO HAVE ASSUMED SOME OF 
THE MANNERISMS AND INTONATIONS OF JUDGE 
FORLACROIX. GOD KNOWS, THE TWO MEN COULD 



SCARCELY HAVE BEEN MORE DISSIMILAR, AND YET, 
AT TIMES, THE RESEMBLANCE WAS SO STRIKING 
THAT IT MADE THE JUDGE’S LAWYER FEEL 
UNCOMFORTABLE. 

“THE FIRST TIME I CAME TO THE HOUSE, LISE WAS 
IN BED... THIS BEDSIDE LAMP HERE WAS SWITCHED 
ON... FORLACROIX ADORED HIS DAUGHTER... HE 
ADORED HER, AND ENDURED GREAT ANGUISH ON 
HER ACCOUNT, BECAUSE, IN SPITE OF EVERYTHING, 
HE COULD NEVER BE SURE... HOW COULD HE EVEN 
KNOW FOR CERTAIN THAT SHE REALLY WAS HIS 
CHILD, AND NOT THAT OF SOME CASUAL 
STRANGER, LIKE THE SINGER WITH THE GREASY 
HAIR? 

“HE LOVED HER ALL THE MORE BECAUSE SHE 
WAS DIFFERENT FROM OTHER GIRLS, BECAUSE SHE 
NEEDED HIM, AND BECAUSE SHE WAS IMPULSIVE 
AND WARM, LIKE A KITTEN OR A PUPPY. 

“I FANCY THAT, WHEN SHE WAS NOT IN THE 
THROES OF AN ATTACK, SHE HAD ALL THE 
SPONTANEOUS CHARM AND GRACE OF A SIX-YEAR- 
OLD CHILD. 

“HER FATHER CONSULTED INNUMERABLE 
SPECIALISTS... I CAN TELL YOU, GENTLEMEN, THAT 
GIRLS LIKE LISE SELDOM LIVE LONGER THAN 
SIXTEEN OR SEVENTEEN YEARS. WHEN THEY DO, 
THEIR CONDITION DETERIORATES, THE ATTACKS 
RECUR MORE FREQUENTLY, AND THEY BECOME 
SULLEN AND WITHDRAWN. 

“SOME OF THE VILLAGE GOSSIP CAN BE TAKEN 
WITH A PINCH OF SALT, BUT IT IS NEVERTHELESS A 
FACT THAT SEVERAL MEN, TWO AT LEAST, TOOK 
ADVANTAGE OF LISE BEFORE MARCEL AIRAUD 
CAME ON THE SCENE... 

“AND WHEN HE CAME INTO THE PICTURE...” 

“ONE MOMENT!” INTERPOSED THE EXAMINING 
MAGISTRATE. “I HAVE NOT YET HAD AN 



OPPORTUNITY OF INTERROGATING THE ACCUSED. 
DOES HE CLAIM TO HAVE BEEN UNAWARE OF 
MARCEL AIRAUD’S NOCTURNAL VISITS TO HIS 
DAUGHTER?” 

MAIGRET, WHO HAD BEEN GAZING OUT THE 
WINDOW, CONTINUED TO DO SO FOR A SECOND OR 
TWO, AND THEN TURNED AROUND. 

“NO.” 

AN EMBARRASSED SILENCE. 

“IN OTHER WORDS, THIS MAN...” BEGAN THE 
MAGISTRATE. 

THE LAWYER WAS BEGINNING TO WONDER WHAT 
ON EARTH HE COULD FIND TO SAY IN EXTENUATION 
WHEN PLEADING FOR THIS MONSTER BEFORE THE 
JURORS OF LA ROCHE-SUR-YON. 

“HE KNEW WHAT WAS GOING ON,” REPLIED 
MAIGRET. “ALL THE DOCTORS WERE OF THE SAME 
OPINION. 

“ ‘FIND HER A HUSBAND! IT’S THE ONLY HOPE... 
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“IT’S ONE THING TO ARRANGE A MARRIAGE FOR 
HER, AND ANOTHER TO TOLERATE THE CONDUCT 
OF SUCH A MAN AS AIRAUD...” 

“DO YOU REALLY IMAGINE, JUDGE, THAT IT’S 
EASY TO FIND A HUSBAND FOR A GIRL AS 
SEVERELY HANDICAPPED AS LISE? FORLACROIX 
PREFERRED TO TURN A BLIND EYE. HE RESIGNED 
HIMSELF TO THE SITUATION. AFTER ALL, HE MUST 
HAVE REALIZED THAT, IN SPITE OF THAT BUSINESS 
WITH THERESE, AIRAUD WAS A DECENT ENOUGH 
BOY... I’LL TELL YOU MORE ABOUT THAT ANOTHER 
TIME... FOR THE PRESENT, SUFFICE IT TO SAY THAT 
AIRAUD ALSO COULD NOT BE SURE THAT HE WAS 
THE FATHER OF HIS SUPPOSED CHILD, ALTHOUGH 
THERESE HAS NEVER CEASED TO NAG HIM ABOUT 
IT. AIRAUD WAS GENUINELY IN LOVE WITH LISE, SO 



MUCH SO THAT HE WAS READY TO MAKE HER HIS 
WIFE IN SPITE OF EVERYTHING...” 

VERY DELIBERATELY, HE TAPPED OUT THE 
DOTTLE OF HIS PIPE AGAINST HIS HEEL, AND THEN 
SAID QUIETLY: 

“THEY WERE GOING TO BE MARRIED VERY 
SHORTLY...” 

“WHAT DID YOU SAY?” 

“I SAID THAT MARCEL AND LISE WERE DUE TO BE 
MARRIED IN TWO MONTHS’ TIME. IF YOU KNEW 
FORLACROIX BETTER, YOU WOULD UNDERSTAND. A 
MAN CAPABLE OF RESIGNING HIMSELF TO THE SORT 
OF LIFE THAT HE HAS LED FOR MANY YEARS PAST... 
HE WATCHED MARCEL CLOSELY FOR A LONG 
TIME... ONE DAY AIRAUD WAS GOING PAST THE 
HOUSE WHEN THE FRONT DOOR OPENED... 

“FORLACROIX, MUCH TO THE ALARM OF THE 
YOUNG MAN, APPEARED ON THE THRESHOLD. HE 
MURMURED: 

“ ‘I WONDER IF YOU COULD SPARE ME A MOMENT 
FOR A WORD IN PRIVATE?’ ” 

MECHANICALLY, MAIGRET SET TO WORK TO 
WIND ONE OF THE CLOCKS, WHICH HAD STOPPED. 

“I KNOW EXACTLY HOW IT MUST HAVE 
HAPPENED, BECAUSE I, TOO, HAVE HAD THE 
EXPERIENCE OF CHATTING WITH HIM BESIDE THE 
FIRE. HE WOULD HAVE BEEN VERY MATTER-OF- 
FACT ABOUT IT. VERY DELIBERATELY, HE POURED 
THE DRINKS, PORT SERVED IN HIS BEST GLASSES... 
HE SAID... HE SAID EVERYTHING THAT NEEDED TO 
BE SAID. HE TOLD THE WHOLE TRUTH ABOUT LISE. 

“AIRAUD, VERY MUCH SHAKEN, DID NOT KNOW 
WHAT TO SAY... HE ASKED FOR A FEW DAYS TO 
THINK IT OVER... HIS ANSWER WOULD HAVE BEEN 
‘YES,’ OF THAT THERE IS NO DOUBT. I DARESAY YOU 
HAVE EXPERIENCE OF MEN LIKE HIM, JUDGE, 



WHOSE PHYSICAL STRENGTH IS EQUALED BY THEIR 
SIMPLICITY OF MIND? ONE OFTEN SEES SUCH MEN 
AT COUNTRY MARKETS... YOU KNOW HOW THEY 
CONDUCT THEIR BUSINESS. 

“I’M TELLING YOU AS A FACT THAT AIRAUD 
DECIDED TO CONSULT THE FORMER SHIP’S 
SURGEON WHO HAD SERVED WITH HIM ABOARD 
THE VENGEUR, WITH WHOM HE HAD PERHAPS 
STRUCK UP A FRIENDSHIP... HE SET OUT FOR 
NANTES... ” 

THE SOUND OF A CAR HORN. A SERIES OF 
PROLONGED BLASTS, OUT OF THE BLUE. THROUGH 
THE WINDOW COULD BE SEEN A LUXURIOUS CAR, 
DRIVEN BY A UNIFORMED CHAUFFEUR, WHO GOT 
OUT AND WENT TO OPEN THE PASSENGER DOOR. 

MAIGRET AND HIS COMPANIONS WERE IN LISE’S 
SITTING ROOM, WHERE THE PIANO WAS KEPT. ALL 
THREE STOOD WATCHING AT THE WINDOW. 

“HORACE VAN USSCHEN!” ANNOUNCED MAIGRET, 
POINTING TO AN OLD MAN, WHO WAS THE FIRST TO 
GET OUT. HE MOVED STIFFLY, LIKE AN AUTOMATON, 
AS IF HIS JOINTS NEEDED GREASING. 

A LITTLE CROWD OF SPECTATORS HAD GATHERED 
AT THE CORNER OF THE STREET. VAN USSCHEN WAS 
CERTAINLY A QUAINT-ENOUGH SPECTACLE, IN HIS 
LIGHT FLANNEL SUIT, WHITE SHOES, VOLUMINOUS 
CHECKED OVERCOAT, AND WHITE CLOTH CAP. HIS 
APPEARANCE WOULD UNDOUBTEDLY HAVE 
CAUSED NO STIR ON THE RIVIERA, BUT IT CREATED 
A SENSATION IN L’AIGUILLON, WHERE EVEN THE 
SUMMER VISITORS WERE QUITE HUMBLE PEOPLE. 

HE HAD A LOOK OF OLD JOHN D. ROCKEFELLER 
ABOUT HIM, AND HE WAS CERTAINLY NO LESS 
WRINKLED AND EMACIATED. HE LEANED INTO THE 
CAR AND STRETCHED OUT HIS HAND. AND IT WAS 
THEN THAT AN ENORMOUS WOMAN CAME INTO 
VIEW. SHE WAS SWATHED IN FURS, AND SHE 



SUBJECTED THE HOUSE TO A VERY SEARCHING 
LOOK. THEN SHE SPOKE TO THE CHAUFFEUR, AND 
HE WENT UP TO THE DOOR AND RANG THE BELL. 

“WITH YOUR PERMISSION, GENTLEMEN, I THINK 
WE’LL LEAVE THE DUTCHMAN OUT OF IT. FOR THE 
TIME BEING, AT LEAST...” 

HE WENT TO OPEN THE DOOR, AND SAW AT A 
GLANCE THAT THE JUDGE HAD NOT EXAGGERATED. 
VALENTINE FORLACROIX, NEE CONSTANTINESCO, 
HAD BEEN A BEAUTIFUL WOMAN. EVEN NOW SHE 
HAD FINE EYES, AND, IN SPITE OF SOME DROOPING 
AT THE CORNERS, A FULL, SENSUAL MOUTH, VERY 
LIKE LISE’S. 

“WELL, HERE I AM!” SHE ANNOUNCED. “COME 
ALONG, HORACE.” 

“PARDON ME, MADAME, BUT FOR THE TIME BEING 
I WOULD PREFER TO SEE YOU ALONE... INDEED, IT 
MIGHT BE TO YOUR ADVANTAGE AS WELL, DON’T 
YOU THINK?” 

HORACE, LOOKING SOMEWHAT PUT OUT, 
RETURNED TO THE CAR, WRAPPED HIMSELF IN A 
RUG, AND SAT MOTIONLESS, SEEMINGLY OBLIVIOUS 
OF THE CHILDREN WHO PEERED IN AT HIM 
THROUGH THE WINDOWS. 

“YOU KNOW YOUR WAY ABOUT THE HOUSE... 
WITH YOUR PERMISSION, I SUGGEST WE MAKE 
OURSELVES COMFORTABLE IN THE LIBRARY, WHERE 
THERE IS A FIRE.” 

FOLLOWING HIM INTO THE ROOM, SHE 
PROTESTED: 

“I CAN’T SEE WHAT ALL THIS CAN POSSIBLY HAVE 
TO DO WITH ME! ADMITTEDLY THE MAN IS MY 
HUSBAND, BUT IT’S NO CONCERN OF MINE WHAT 
CRIMES HE MAY HAVE COMMITTED. CONSIDERING 
HOW LONG WE HAVE LIVED APART, YOU CAN’T 



EXPECT ME TO TAKE ANY INTEREST IN HIS RECENT 
ACTIVITIES.” 

THE EXAMINING MAGISTRATE AND THE LAWYER 
HAD, MEANWHILE, JOINED THEM DOWNSTAIRS. 

“HIS HONOR THE EXAMINING MAGISTRATE WILL 
TELL YOU THAT WE ARE NOT CONCERNED WITH HIS 
RECENT ACTIVITIES, BUT WITH EVENTS THAT 
INVOLVED BOTH OF YOU, WHEN YOU WERE STILL 
LIVING TOGETHER.” 

A PUNGENT SCENT WAS GRADUALLY SEEPING 
INTO EVERY CORNER OF THE ROOM. VALENTINE 
FORLACROIX STRETCHED OUT A HAND LOADED 
WITH RINGS AND TIPPED WITH BLOOD-RED NAILS, 
AND TOOK A CIGARETTE FROM THE BOX ON THE 
TABLE. SHE LOOKED ABOUT HER FOR MATCHES. 

MAIGRET LIT ONE AND HELD IT OUT TO HER. 

THE EXAMINING MAGISTRATE FELT THAT THE 
TIME HAD COME FOR HIM TO HAVE HIS SAY. 

“AS YOU ARE NO DOUBT AWARE, MADAME, A 
LEGAL OBLIGATION RESTS UPON ANYONE 
WITNESSING THE COMMISSION OF A CRIME, EVEN IF 
THAT PERSON IS IN NO WAY INVOLVED, TO INFORM 
THE AUTHORITIES, ON PAIN OF PROSECUTION.” 

SHE WAS A COOL CUSTOMER ALL RIGHT! 
FORLACROIX HAD TOLD NO LIE. PUFFING STEADILY 
AT HER CIGARETTE, SHE TOOK HER TIME. HER MINK 
COAT HAD FALLEN OPEN, TO REVEAL A BLACK SILK 
DRESS ADORNED WITH A DIAMOND CLIP. SHE 
PACED UP AND DOWN THE LONG ROOM, STOPPED IN 
FRONT OF THE FIRE, PICKED UP THE TONGS AND 
RETURNED A FALLEN LOG TO ITS PLACE. 

THEN SHE TURNED TO FACE THEM, AS IF 
REALIZING THAT THE TIME FOR PLAYACTING WAS 
PAST. SHE WAS BRACED FOR A FIGHT. HER EYES 
HAD LOST SOME OF THEIR SPARKLE, BUT NONE OF 
THEIR SHARPNESS. HER LIPS WERE COMPRESSED. 



“VERY WELL!” SHE SAID, SITTING DOWN AND 
LEANING HER ELBOW ON THE TABLE. “I’M READY 
TO LISTEN TO WHAT YOU HAVE TO SAY AS FOR 
YOU, CHIEF SUPERINTENDENT, YOU CAN HARDLY 
EXPECT ME TO THANK YOU FOR HAVING CAUGHT 
ME IN YOUR TRAP.” 

“WHAT’S SHE TALKING ABOUT?” ASKED THE 
EXAMINING MAGISTRATE, TURNING TO MAIGRET 
WITH A PUZZLED FROWN. 

“I’D HARDLY CALL IT A TRAP,” GROWLED 
MAIGRET, EXTINGUISHING HIS PIPE WITH HIS 
THUMB. “I TELEGRAPHED TO MADAME ASKING HER 
TO COME HERE AND TELL US WHY SHE HAD 
VISITED HER HUSBAND A MONTH OR SO AGO... AND 
INDEED, YOUR HONOR, THAT IS PRECISELY THE 
QUESTION THAT I SHOULD BE OBLIGED IF YOU 
WOULD PUT TO HER IN THE FIRST PLACE.” 

“YOU HEARD THAT, MADAME? I MUST WARN YOU 
THAT, IN THE ABSENCE OF MY CLERK, THIS 
INTERVIEW IS OFF THE RECORD, AND THAT MAiTRE 
COURTIEUX HERE IS YOUR HUSBAND’S LEGAL 
REPRESENTATIVE.” 

WITH A LOOK OF CONTEMPT SHE BLEW OUT A 
CLOUD OF SMOKE AND SHRUGGED. 

“I WANTED TO DISCUSS DIVORCE,” SHE SAID. 

“WHY NOW RATHER THAN YEARS AGO?” 

THE TRANSFORMATION DESCRIBED BY 
FORLACROIX OCCURRED BEFORE THEIR VERY 
EYES. FROM ONE SECOND TO THE NEXT, THIS 
DIAMOND-STUDDED WOMAN COARSENED 
PERCEPTIBLY. IT WAS EMBARRASSING TO WATCH. 

“BECAUSE VAN USSCHEN IS SIXTY-EIGHT YEARS 
OLD, DON’T YOU SEE?” SHE ADMITTED BRAZENLY. 

“AND YOU WANTED HIM TO MARRY YOU?” 

“HE DECIDED ON IT SIX MONTHS AGO, WHEN HIS 
NEPHEW BEGGED HIM TO BAIL HIM OUT, AFTER 



HAVING LOST SOME HUNDREDS OF THOUSANDS OF 
FRANCS AT ROULETTE.” 

“SO YOU DECIDED TO COME HERE. WAS- YOUR 
HUSBAND PREPARED TO RECEIVE YOU?” 

“HE WOULDN’T LET ME PAST THE ENTRANCE 
HALL.” 

“WHAT DID HE SAY?” 

“THAT HE DIDN’T RECOGNIZE MY EXISTENCE, 
AND THEREFORE COULD SEE NO POINT IN 
DIVORCING ME.” 

THIS RESPONSE, SO TYPICAL OF FORLACROIX, 
DELIGHTED MAIGRET. HITHERTO, HE HAD LEFT THE 
FLOOR TO THE EXAMINING MAGISTRATE, BUT HE 
NOW SCRIBBLED A NOTE IN PENCIL ON A SCRAP OF 
PAPER, AND PASSED IT TO HIM. 

“WHAT DID YOU DO NEXT?” 

“I WENT BACK TO NICE.” 

“JUST A MINUTE! DIDN’T YOU CALL ON SOMEONE 
ELSE IN L’AIGUILLON?” 

“WHAT DO YOU MEAN?” 

“YOUR SON, FOR INSTANCE.” 

SHE GLOWERED AT THE CHIEF SUPERINTENDENT. 

“TALK ABOUT A SNOOP! YES, AS A MATTER OF 
FACT I DID, AS IT HAPPENED, MEET MY SON.” 

“AS IT HAPPENED?” 

“I WENT TO SEE HIM.” 

“DID HE RECOGNIZE YOU, AFTER ALL THOSE 
YEARS?” 

SHE SHRUGGED. 

“WHAT DOES IT MATTER? I TOLD HIM THAT 
FORLACROIX WAS NOT HIS FATHER.” 

“ARE YOU SURE OF THAT?” 



“HOW CAN ONE EVER BE SURE?... I TOLD HIM 
THAT I WANTED A DIVORCE, AND THAT MY 
HUSBAND WOULDN’T HEAR OF IT. I TOLD HIM HE 
WAS A CRUEL MAN WITH A HEAVY LOAD ON HIS 
CONSCIENCE, AND THAT IF HE, ALBERT, COULD 
PERSUADE HIM TO CHANGE HIS MIND ABOUT THE 
DIVORCE...” 

“IN OTHER WORDS, YOU WANTED TO GET YOUR 
SON ON YOUR SIDE. DID YOU OFFER HIM MONEY?” 

“HE WOULDN’T TAKE IT.” 

“DID HE PROMISE TO HELP YOU?” 

SHE NODDED. 

“DID YOU TELL HIM ABOUT THAT OTHER 
MURDER?” 

“NO... ALL I SAID WAS THAT, IF I CHOSE, I COULD 
GET FORLACROIX PUT AWAY FOR A VERY LONG 
TIME.” 

“DID YOU WRITE TO HIM SUBSEQUENTLY?” 

“YES. TO ASK WHETHER HE’D MADE ANY 
PROGRESS.” 

“HAVE YOU EVER HEARD THE NAME DOCTOR 
JANIN?” 

“NEVER!” 

THE EXAMINING MAGISTRATE LOOKED 
INQUIRINGLY AT MAIGRET, WHO MURMURED: 

“IF MADAME IS TIRED, WE MIGHT PERHAPS 
ADJOURN FOR LUNCH? I FANCY MONSIEUR VAN 
USSCHEN WILL BE GETTING IMPATIENT, OUT THERE 
IN THE CAR.” 

“AM I UNDER ARREST?” 

“NOT YET,” DECLARED THE MAGISTRATE. “FOR 
THE PRESENT, I WILL ONLY ASK YOU TO KEEP 
YOURSELF AVAILABLE IN CASE YOU ARE NEEDED. I 
SHOULD BE GRATEFUL, FOR INSTANCE, IF YOU 



COULD LET ME HAVE YOUR ADDRESS IN LA ROCHE- 
SUR-YON.” 

“VERY WELL. THE HOTEL DES DEUX CERFS... I 
BELIEVE IT’S THE BEST.” 

THEY ALL STOOD UP. IN PARTING, SHE SMILED AT 
THE EXAMINING MAGISTRATE AND THE LAWYER, 
BUT COULD SCARCELY RESTRAIN HERSELF FROM 
MAKING A FACE AT MAIGRET, OR PUTTING OUT HER 
TONGUE AT HIM. MAIGRET, LOOKING VERY 
PLEASED WITH HIMSELF, RELIT HIS PIPE. 



8: A Meal of Baked Potatoes 


ACE, KING, QUEEN OF TRUMPS.” 

“THAT WON’T HELP YOU. I HAVE A PAIR AND A 
TEN. THAT MAKES FIFTY.” 

“WE’LL SEE ABOUT THAT! YOUR FIFTY MAY STILL 
BE BEATEN.” 

WHAT TIME WAS IT? THE ADVERTISING CLOCK ON 
THE WALL HAD STOPPED. THE LIGHTS HAD BEEN 
SWITCHED ON FOR SOME TIME. THE ROOM WAS 
HOT. THE LITTLE GLASSES HAD ALREADY BEEN 
REFILLED THREE OR FOUR TIMES, AND THE SMELL 
OF MARC WAS MINGLED WITH THE FUMES OF PIPE 
SMOKE. 

“NO MATTER! I’LL LEAD MY TRUMP,” DECLARED 
MAIGRET, PUTTING DOWN A CARD. 

“IT’S THE BEST THING YOU CAN DO, CHIEF 
SUPERINTENDENT... EVEN IF IT’S BACKED UP BY 
THE NINE...” 

THEY WERE PLAYING FOR A THOUSAND POINTS 
FOR THE FOURTH OR FIFTH TIME. MAIGRET WAS 
SMOKING, LEANING BACK A LITTLE IN HIS CHAIR. 
HIS PARTNER WAS THE LANDLORD, AND THE OTHER 
PAIR WERE FISHERMEN, ONE OF THEM THE OLD EEL 
CATCHER BARITEAU. 

MEJAT, SITTING ASTRIDE HIS CHAIR, WAS 
WATCHING THE PLAY. 

“THERE! I KNEW YOU HAD THE NINE... ” 

“HEY, MEJAT, DO YOU HAPPEN TO REMEMBER THE 
NAME OF THE POLICE SURGEON?” 

“I MADE A NOTE OF IT IN MY BOOK.” 

“BE A GOOD FELLOW, THEN, AND GIVE HIM A 
CALL. ASK HIM IF HE CAN LET ME KNOW 
APPROXIMATELY HOW LONG BEFORE HE DIED THE 


MAN HAD HIS LAST MEAL, AND WHETHER IT WAS A 
FULL MEAL OR A SNACK... DO YOU UNDERSTAND?” 

“WHO WAS IT WHO HAD FIFTY POINTS? AND 
THIRTY-SIX...” 

THE INNKEEPER WAS ADDING UP THE SCORE. 
MAIGRET, TO ALL APPEARANCES, WAS WALLOWING 
IN THE WARMTH OF THE COZY FIRE, AND IF 
ANYONE HAD SUDDENLY ASKED HIM WHAT HE WAS 
THINKING, HE HIMSELF WOULD HAVE BEEN 
SURPRISED AT HIS OWN THOUGHTS. 

HE WAS FAR AWAY FROM THE PRESENT, BACK IN 
THE DAYS OF THE BONNOT CASE, WHEN HE HAD 
BEEN THIN AND HAD SPORTED A WAXED MUSTACHE 
AND A LITTLE POINTED BEARD, AND WORN FOUR- 
INCH-HIGH STARCHED COLLARS AND A TOP HAT. 

“YOU CAN TAKE IT FROM ME, YOUNG FELLOW,” 
HIS BOSS, CHIEF SUPERINTENDENT XAVIER 
GUICHARD, LATER TO BECOME CHIEF 
COMMISSIONER OF THE POLICE JUDICIAIRE, HAD 
SAID TO HIM. “ALL THIS TALK OF FLAIR”—THE 
NEWSPAPERS AT THAT TIME WERE FULL OF STORIES 
OF HIS REMARKABLE FLAIR—“IS JUST A PUBLICITY 
STUNT.” 

“IN ANY CRIMINAL INVESTIGATION, WHAT 
REALLY MATTERS IS EVIDENCE, THE COLLECTION 
OF WELL-SUBSTANTIATED FACTS ON WHICH A CASE 
CAN BE BUILT, AND WHICH WILL STAND UP, COME 
WHAT MAY. 

“FROM THEN ON, IT’S SIMPLY A MATTER OF 
PLODDING ON, SLOWLY BUT SURELY, LIKE A MAN 
WITH A WHEELBARROW. IT’S A QUESTION OF 
PROFESSIONAL COMPETENCE, AND WHEN PEOPLE 
TALK OF FLAIR, ALL THEY REALLY MEAN IS 
LUCK...” 

STRANGE AS IT MIGHT SEEM, IT WAS THE 
RECOLLECTION OF THIS CONVERSATION THAT HAD 



PROMPTED HIM TO MAKE A FOURTH AT CARDS, 
MUCH TO THE AMAZEMENT OF MEJAT. 

FIRST, VALENTINE FORLACROIX AND THE 
DUTCHMAN HAD DRIVEN OFF IN THEIR CAR, SOON 
TO BE FOLLOWED BY THE EXAMINING MAGISTRATE 
AND THE LAWYER IN THEIRS. MAIGRET, LEFT 
ALONE, HAD STOOD IN THE MIDDLE OF THE ROAD 
FOR A MINUTE OR TWO, SEEMINGLY AT A LOSS. 
FORLACROIX WAS IN PRISON. HIS DAUGHTER, LISE, 
WAS IN A NURSING HOME. BEFORE LEAVING, THE 
EXAMINING MAGISTRATE HAD OFFICIALLY SEALED 
UP THE HOUSE. HE HAD LEFT FEELING PLEASED 
WITH HIMSELF, AS IF HE HAD CAPTURED A GREAT 
PRIZE. EVERYTHING WAS NOW IN HIS HANDS, AND 
HIS ALONE. IT WAS HE WHO, IN HIS CHAMBERS IN 
THE PALAIS DE JUSTICE AT LA ROCHE-SUR-YON, 
WOULD CONDUCT THE INTERROGATIONS AND 
ARRANGE THE CONFRONTATIONS. 

“SO THAT’S IT!” MAIGRET HAD MUMBLED TO 
HIMSELF, AS HE RETURNED TO THE HOTEL. 

WHY SHOULD HE BE FEELING SO DISGRUNTLED? 
MATTERS WERE MERELY TAKING THEIR NORMAL 
COURSE. THIS FEELING, ALMOST OF ENVY, WAS 
REALLY TOO ABSURD. 

“WHAT DO WE DO NOW, CHIEF?” 

DIDINE AND HER HUSBAND... MARCEL AIRAUD... 
THERESE... ALBERT FORLACROIX... 

“WHOM DO WE TACKLE FIRST?” 

MAIGRET HAD STARTED BY TAKING A HAND AT 
CARDS. 

“I LEAD WITH TRUMPS.” 

“THEN ELL PLAY MY EIGHT.” 

AT ONE POINT, WHILE HIS PARTNER WAS ADDING 
UP THE SCORE, HE HAD TAKEN A PENCIL AND 
NOTEBOOK FROM HIS POCKET AND, THOUGH HE 



HARDLY EVER MADE A NOTE, HE WROTE, PRESSING 
SO HARD THAT HE SNAPPED THE LEAD: 

“DOCTOR JANIN ARRIVED INL’AIGUILLON ON 
TUESDAY, ON THE FOUR-THIRTY BUS. " 

THIS WAS THE FIRST ESTABLISHED FACT, AS 
XAVIER GUICHARD WOULD HAVE SAID. AND THEN? 
THE NEXT FACT WAS THAT THE SAME JANIN HAD 
BEEN KILLED THAT NIGHT IN THE JUDGE’S HOUSE. 
BUT ON THIS POINT, THERE WAS LESS CERTAINTY. 
THREE DAYS HAVING ELAPSED BEFORE THE 
AUTOPSY, THE POLICE SURGEON HAD BEEN UNABLE 
TO ESTABLISH THE TIME OF DEATH TO WITHIN LESS 
THAN A FEW HOURS. AND THERE WAS NO PROOF 
THAT... 

ON WEDNESDAY MORNING, JANIN’S BODY WAS SEEN 
LYING ON THE FLOOR OF THE FRUIT LOFT IN THE 
JUDGE’S HOUSE. 

“HEARTS ARE TRUMPS... AGREED?” HIS PARTNER 
ASKED, PUZZLED BY HIS ABSENT-MINDED STARE. 

“HEARTS IT IS! WHOSE TURN TO PLAY?” 

OUT OF RESPECT FOR HIM, THE LANDLORD 
FORBORE TO MAKE THE CUSTOMARY RETORT: 

“THE IDIOT WHO’S ASKING.” 

FROM THEN ON, MAIGRET’S EYES KEPT 
WANDERING TO THE TWO SCRIBBLED SENTENCES 
THAT REPRESENTED THE ONLY INCONTROVERTIBLE 
FACTS IN THE CASE. 

MEJAT COULD BE HEARD SPEAKING ON THE 
TELEPHONE, FOR WHICH PURPOSE HE ASSUMED A 
QUITE HIDEOUS FALSETTO. 

“WELL?” 

“THE DOCTOR HAD TO REREAD HIS REPORT... 
ACCORDING TO THE CONTENTS OF THE STOMACH, 
THE DEAD MAN HAD EATEN A FULL MEAL... THERE 
WERE SUBSTANTIAL AMOUNTS OF ALCOHOL.” 



THOUGH MEJAT COULD NOT THINK WHY, THIS 
INFORMATION APPEARED TO CAUSE MAIGRET 
GREAT SATISFACTION. HE TILTED HIS CHAIR 
FARTHER BACK, SO THAT HE HAD TO CLUTCH AT 
THE TABLE TO PREVENT HIMSELF FROM FALLING 
OVER. 

“WELL, WELL!” HE EXCLAIMED, AFTER HAVING 
STUDIED HIS CARDS. “SO THE FELLOW ATE A 
HEARTY MEAL, DID HE?” 

MAYBE IT WAS NOTHING TO WRITE HOME ABOUT. 
AND YET... JANIN HAD NOT DINED AT THE HOTEL 
DU PORT OR AT THE LITTLE INN ACROSS THE ROAD, 
AND THEY WERE THE ONLY TWO RESTAURANTS IN 
L’AIGUILLON. 

“I HAVE A RUN OF THREE.” 

“WHAT’S YOUR HIGHEST CARD?” 

“THE KING... BY THE WAY, AM I RIGHT IN 
THINKING THAT YOUNG FORLACROIX OWNS A 
TRUCK?” 

“HE DOES, BUT IT’S BEEN OUT OF ACTION FOR 
THE LAST FORTNIGHT.” 

THERE WAS NO EVIDENCE TO SHOW THAT JANIN 
HAD BEEN DRIVEN ANYWHERE BY ANYONE. SO, IF 
HE HAD HAD A MEAL... 

“MEJAT, I WANT YOU TO GO TO THE BUTCHER’S... 

I SAY, LANDLORD, AM I RIGHT IN THINKING THAT 
THERE’S ONLY ONE BUTCHER IN THIS VILLAGE?” 

“YES, AND HE ONLY SLAUGHTERS ONCE A WEEK.” 

“ASK HIM IF ANYONE CAME INTO HIS SHOP ON 
THAT TUESDAY, BETWEEN FOUR AND SEVEN, TO 
BUY SOMETHING A BIT SPECIAL.” 

“WHO?” 


“ANYONE AT ALL.” 



MEJAT GOT INTO HIS OVERCOAT AND, WITH A 
SIGH, SET OFF. THE OPENING AND SHUTTING OF THE 
DOOR LET IN A STREAM OF COLD AIR THAT NIPPED 
AT THEIR LEGS. THERESE SAT BESIDE THE STOVE, 
KNITTING. NO SOONER WAS THE DOOR SHUT THAN 
IT WAS OPENED AGAIN. MEJAT STOOD IN THE 
DOORWAY, MAKING SIGNS TO THE CHIEF 
SUPERINTENDENT. 

“WHAT DO YOU WANT?” 

“COULD I HAVE A WORD WITH YOU, CHIEF?” 

“ONE MOMENT... TRUMPS!... CLUBS TAKE ALL... 
AND YOU CAN’T BEAT MY ACE OF DIAMONDS... I 
HAVE ALL THE TRICKS, GENTLEMEN!” 

THEN, TO MEJAT: 

“WHAT IS IT?” 

“IT’S DIDINE... SHE’S OUTSIDE, WANTING TO 
SPEAK TO YOU... SHE SAYS IT’S VERY URGENT.” 

“THERESE, GET ME MY HAT AND COAT... AND YOU 
STAND IN FOR ME FOR A FEW MINUTES, MEJAT, 

WILL YOU?” 

BEFORE GOING OUT, HE LIT HIS PIPE. IT WAS A 
DARK NIGHT, AND THERE WAS A HARD FROST. FEW 
LIGHTS WERE SHOWING, APART FROM THAT IN THE 
WINDOW OF THE GROCER’S SHOP, WHICH WAS 
DIMMED BY THE SEMIOPAQUE ADVERTISING 
STICKERS PLASTERED ALL OVER IT. THE SHADOWY 
LITTLE FIGURE OF DIDINE SEEMED TO MERGE WITH 
THAT OF THE CHIEF SUPERINTENDENT. 

“COME WITH ME... DON’T WALK BESIDE ME... IF 
YOU KEEP A FEW PACES BEHIND ME, NO ONE WILL 
KNOW THAT WE’RE TOGETHER.” 

SHE WAS CARRYING A HALF-EMPTY BAG, AND, IN 
HER OTHER HAND, A SMALL SICKLE, SUCH AS OLD 
COUNTRYWOMEN USE TO CUT GRASS FOR THEIR 
RABBITS. PRESENTLY, THEY CAME TO ALBERT 
FORLACROIX’S HOUSE. A SHADOWY FIGURE MOVED 



IN THE DARKNESS. IT WAS THE POLICEMAN ON 
GUARD, GREETING MAIGRET WITH A SMART, 
MILITARY SALUTE. 

EVERY NOW AND THEN DIDINE TURNED AROUND 
TO MAKE SURE THE CHIEF SUPERINTENDENT WAS 
FOLLOWING, THEN, SUDDENLY, SHE DISAPPEARED 
INTO A BLACK GAP BETWEEN TWO HOUSES, AS IF 
THE WALLS HAD CLOSED ON HER LIKE A PAIR OF 
JAWS. HE FOLLOWED HER INTO THIS GAP. AN ICY 
HAND TOUCHED HIS. 

“WATCH OUT FOR BARBED WIRE!” 

BY DAYLIGHT, NO DOUBT, THE PLACE WAS 
ORDINARY ENOUGH, BUT IN THE DARK, LED BY 
THAT STRANGE LITTLE WITCHLIKE CREATURE WITH 
HER BAG AND HER SICKLE, MAIGRET FELT 
DISORIENTED. HE STUMBLED ON A PILE OF OYSTER 
SHELLS, THEN HIS NOSTRILS WERE ASSAILED BY A 
POWERFUL SMELL OF GARBAGE CANS. 

“THERE’S A WIRE FENCE HERE... YOU’LL HAVE TO 
CLIMB OVER.” 

THE CRUNCH OF FROZEN CABBAGES. HE WAS IN A 
KITCHEN GARDEN AT THE BACK OF THE HOUSES. IT 
WAS ONE OF SEVERAL, SEPARATED BY RUSTING 
STRANDS OF WIRE. SOMETHING MOVED, 
SOMETHING ALIVE: RABBITS IN A HUTCH. 

“I COME HERE TO CUT GRASS FOR MY RABBITS,” 
SHE SAID, STILL LEADING THE WAY. 

THE VILLAGE CONSISTED, IN FACT, OF NO MORE 
THAN A SINGLE, CONTINUOUS ROW OF HOUSES, 
WITH VEGETABLE GARDENS AT THE BACK. BEYOND 
THEM WAS A DITCH, INTO WHICH THE SEA WATER 
FLOWED AT HIGH TIDE, AND THEN MARSHLAND AS 
FAR AS THE EYE COULD SEE. 

“DON’T MAKE A SOUND... DON’T TALK... WATCH 
WHERE YOU PUT YOUR FEET... ” 



SHE WAS LEADING HIM BY THE HAND, AND 
PRESENTLY THEY WERE CREEPING ALONG BESIDE A 
WHITEWASHED WALL. A SHADOWY FIGURE WAS 
JUST DISCERNIBLE CLOSE TO A FAINTLY LIGHTED 
WINDOW. AS THEY DREW NEARER, HE RECOGNIZED 
DIDINE’S CUSTOMS OFFICER, WITH HIS FINGER TO 
HIS LIPS. 

HE WOULD HAVE BEEN HARD PUT TO IT TO SAY 
WHAT HE HAD BEEN EXPECTING, BUT, WHATEVER IT 
WAS, IT WAS CERTAINLY NOT THE SCENE THAT NOW 
CONFRONTED HIM: A PEACEFUL RURAL INTERIOR, 
AS IN AN OLD FARMHOUSE PRINT LEFT HANGING 
OVER THE FIREPLACE FROM GENERATION TO 
GENERATION. 

JUSTIN HULOT HAD STEPPED ASIDE TO MAKE WAY 
FOR HIM AT THE WINDOW, WHICH WAS SO LOW 
THAT HE HAD TO STOOP A LITTLE TO SEE INTO THE 
ROOM. THROUGH THE GLASS, HE COULD SEE A 
LIGHTED STABLE LANTERN, STANDING ON A 
BARREL, WHICH CAST A YELLOWISH GLOW. 

MAIGRET HAD ALREADY REALIZED THAT THEY 
MUST BE JUST BEHIND ALBERT FORLACROIX’S 
HOUSE. WHAT HE WAS SEEING WAS THE INTERIOR 
OF A SHED OF SORTS, LOCATED AT THE BACK OF 
THE YARD, SUCH AS IS COMMONLY FOUND IN 
RURAL AREAS, AND IS NORMALLY USED FOR 
STORING EMPTY BARRELS, COOKING POTS, RUSTY 
OLD TOOLS, SACKS, CRATES, AND BOTTLES. 

IN THE FIREPLACE, USED NO DOUBT TO BOIL THE 
FEED FOR THE LIVESTOCK AND, AT 
CHRISTMASTIME, TO ROAST THE PIG, A FEW LOGS 
WERE BURNING. 

THERE WERE TWO MEN IN FRONT OF THE FIRE, 
ONE SITTING ON A CRATE, THE OTHER ON AN 
UPTURNED BASKET. BOTH WERE WEARING THOSE 
THIGH-LENGTH RUBBER BOOTS, TURNED DOWN TO 
THE KNEE, WHICH ALWAYS, FOR MAIGRET, EVOKED 
A MENTAL PICTURE OF THE THREE MUSKETEERS. 



BOTH WERE TALL AND HEAVILY BUILT, AND BOTH 
YOUNG. TWO GIANTS IN FANCY DRESS. ACTUALLY, 
THEY WERE WEARING THE TRADITIONAL 
GARMENTS OF THE MUSSEL-GATHERER, BUT IN 
THAT LIGHT THEY LOOKED MORE LIKE FIGURES IN 
A REMBRANDT PAINTING. 

ONE OF THE MEN TOOK A CIGARETTE FROM HIS 
POCKET AND HANDED IT TO THE OTHER, WHO LIT IT 
FROM A PIECE OF SMOLDERING WOOD FROM THE 
FIRE. 

THEY WERE TALKING. THEIR LIPS COULD BE SEEN 
MOVING, BUT, UNFORTUNATELY, NOT A SOUND 
COULD BE HEARD. 

ONE OF THE TWO MEN, THE ONE WHO HAD 
PRODUCED THE CIGARETTE, AND WHO WAS NOW 
LIGHTING ONE FOR HIMSELF, WAS ALBERT 
FORLACROIX. THE OTHER, HUDDLED VERY CLOSE 
TO THE FIRE, WAS MARCEL AIRAUD, THOUGH HE 
WAS SCARCELY RECOGNIZABLE WITH A GOLDEN 
BEARD OF SEVERAL DAYS’ GROWTH. 

DIDINE’S SKINNY BODY BRUSHED AGAINST 
MAIGRET AS SHE WHISPERED: 

“THEY WERE ALREADY THERE AN HOUR AGO, 
WHEN I FIRST LOOKED. IT WAS NOT QUITE DARK 
THEN. YOUNG FORLACROIX SLIPPED OUT FOR A 
MOMENT TO FETCH SOME POTATOES.” 

HE COULD MAKE NOTHING OF THIS REFERENCE 
TO POTATOES, WHICH SEEMED TO HIM 
PREPOSTEROUS AT SUCH A TIME. 

“I DIDN’T LIKE TO COME INTO THE BAR. I DID TAP 
ON THE WINDOW SEVERAL TIMES, BUT YOU WERE 
SO ABSORBED IN YOUR GAME OF CARDS THAT YOU 
DIDN’T NOTICE.” 

WHAT DID SHE EXPECT, SCRATCHING AWAY LIKE 
A MOUSE? THEN, HAVING FAILED TO ATTRACT HIS 



ATTENTION, SHE HAD SCAMPERED OFF HOME, AND 
SENT HER HUSBAND TO MOUNT GUARD. 

HAD SHE FIRST CHANCED TO LOOK IN THROUGH 
THE WINDOW WHILE CUTTING GRASS FOR HER 
RABBITS IN ALBERT FORLACROIX’S BACK GARDEN? 
IF NOT, WHAT COULD POSSIBLY HAVE BROUGHT 
HER THERE? HE WAS PUZZLED AND A LITTLE 
UNEASY. HER HUSBAND HAD STEPPED BACK A FEW 
PACES, AND WAS WAITING IN THE SHADOWS. 

“I FELT SURE HE’D COME BACK,” SHE ADDED. 

“AND THAT HE WOULD MAKE STRAIGHT FOR 
ALBERT FORLACROIX?” 

“SHHH!” 

MAIGRET NEVER COULD MANAGE TO KEEP HIS 
VOICE DOWN, SO HE JUDGED IT WISER TO REMAIN 
SILENT. 

“ARE YOU GOING TO ARREST THEM BOTH?” SHE 
WHISPERED. 

HE DID NOT REPLY. HE DID NOT MOVE. BEHIND 
THEM, THE BEAM OF THE BALEINES LIGHTHOUSE 
SWEPT THE SKY, AROUND AND AROUND 
ENDLESSLY, AND NOW AND THEN A COW MOOED IN 
THE MARSHES. PRESUMABLY THEY WERE STILL 
PLAYING CARDS AT THE HOTEL DU PORT, AND 
THERESE, NO DOUBT, WAS BEGINNING TO FEEL 
UNEASY AT MAIGRET’S CONTINUED ABSENCE. 

AS TO THE TWO MEN... THE CHIEF 
SUPERINTENDENT HAD NOT NOTICED UNTIL NOW 
HOW MUCH ALIKE THEY WERE IN APPEARANCE. 

THEY BOTH FOLLOWED THE SAME CALLING, 
EXPOSED TO SALT WATER, SPRAY, AND SEA AIR, 

AND THIS SHOWED IN THE HEALTHY PINK GLOW OF 
THEIR SKIN, AND THEIR BLEACHED HAIR. 

BOTH WERE HEAVILY BUILT AND LUMBERING, AS 
MEN ARE WHOSE LIVES ARE A CEASELESS 



STRUGGLE AGAINST THE TIRELESS FORCES OF 
NATURE. 

THEY SMOKED. THEY TALKED PEACEABLY. THEY 
GAZED INTO THE FIRE. PRESENTLY MARCEL, AN 
EXPRESSION OF ARTLESS ENJOYMENT ON HIS FACE, 
POKED ABOUT AMONG THE EMBERS WITH AN IRON 
ROD. 

HE SAID SOMETHING TO HIS FRIEND, WHO GOT UP, 
WENT ACROSS TO THE LOW DOOR, AND HAD TO 
DUCK TO GO THROUGH IT. HE RETURNED A FEW 
MINUTES LATER WITH A COUPLE OF THICK 
GLASSES, WHICH HE PROCEEDED TO FILL STRAIGHT 
OUT OF A BARREL STANDING IN A CORNER OF THE 
ROOM. 

WHITE WINE! NEVER IN HIS LIFE HAD MAIGRET 
SO LONGED FOR A GLASS OF WHITE WINE. IT 
LOOKED SO DELICIOUS. AS FOR THE POTATOES... 
FOR POTATOES THERE WERE, JUST AS THE OLD 
WOMAN HAD SAID... 

THEY BROUGHT BACK SO MANY CHILDHOOD 
MEMORIES, RECALLING ILLUSTRATIONS IN THE 
BOOKS OF JAMES FENIMORE COOPER AND JULES 
VERNE. HERE THEY WERE IN FRANCE, IN THE VERY 
HEART OF A FRENCH VILLAGE, AND YET THEY 
COULD BE THOUSANDS OF MILES AWAY. THE TWO 
MEN COULD JUST AS EASILY HAVE BEEN CANADIAN 
TRAPPERS, OR CASTAWAYS ON A DESERT ISLAND. 
THEIR WORKING CLOTHES WERE TIMELESS. 
MARCEL’S STIFF, BUSHY BEARD LENT COLOR TO 
THE ILLUSION. 

FOR WHAT HE WAS RAKING OUT OF THE EMBERS 
WITH HIS IRON ROD WAS A SCATTERING OF BIG 
POTATOES, BLACKENED AND PIPING HOT, AND THE 
CHARRED SKIN CRUMBLED BETWEEN HIS THICK 
FINGERS, TO REVEAL THE SMOKING YELLOW FLESH 
BENEATH. HE BIT INTO ONE. 



ONCE AGAIN, HIS COMPANION ROSE TO HIS FEET. 
HIS HEAD ALMOST TOUCHED THE CEILING. A 
STRING OF SAUSAGES HUNG FROM A NAIL ABOVE 
THE HEARTH. HE TOOK A KNIFE FROM HIS POCKET, 
AND CUT TWO FROM THE STRING. 

“WHAT ARE THEY DOING?” WHISPERED DIDINE. 

HE DID NOT ANSWER. HE WOULD HAVE GIVEN 
MUCH TO HAVE BEEN ABLE TO SHARE THAT 
MAKESHIFT MEAL OF POTATOES BAKED IN THE 
EMBERS OF THE FIRE, SAUSAGES BROWNED FROM 
LONG HANGING IN THE SMOKE, AND COOL WINE 
FROM THE WOOD. 

THE MOST DISTURBING ASPECT OF THE SCENE 
WAS THE RELAXED AND EASY MANNER OF THE 
TWO YOUNG FELLOWS, WHO WERE FAR FROM 
IMAGINING THAT THEIR EVERY ACTION WAS BEING 
SPIED UPON, EVEN DOWN TO THE SMALLEST 
MOVEMENT OF THEIR LIPS. 

WHAT COULD THEY BE SAYING TO ONE 
ANOTHER? THERE THEY WERE, UTTERLY SELF- 
RELIANT, EACH CONFIDENT THAT THE OTHER 
COULD BE TRUSTED. CROUCHING OVER THE FIRE, 
THEY ATE WITH THEIR CLASP KNIVES, AS 
COUNTRYFOLK AND SAILORS DO EVERYWHERE. 
THERE WAS NOTHING FEVERED IN THEIR 
INTERCHANGES. ONE OR THE OTHER 
OCCASIONALLY DROPPED A WORD OR TWO, AND 
THEN FELL SILENT. 

“AREN’T YOU GOING TO ARREST THEM?” 

MAIGRET GAVE A START, FEELING SOMETHING 
BRUSH AGAINST HIS LEG. BUT IT WAS ONLY A DOG, 
A SMALL TERRIER OF SOME SORT, LITTLE MORE 
THAN A PUPPY, BELONGING TO ONE OF THE 
NEIGHBORS, PROBABLY. IT NUZZLED AGAINST HIM, 
NOT MAKING A SOUND. 

“JUSTIN!” HISSED DIDINE. 



SHE POINTED TO THE DOG, WHICH MIGHT START 
YAPPING AT ANY MOMENT. THE CUSTOMS OFFICER 
SEIZED IT BY THE SCRUFF OF THE NECK AND 
REMOVED IT. 

YET THE TWO MEN COULD NOT BE SAID TO BE IN 
HIGH SPIRITS. THEY WERE NOT UNEASY, BUT 
NEITHER WERE THEY PARTICULARLY CHEERFUL. 
THERE WAS AN AIR OF OPPRESSIVE TRANQUILLITY 
ABOUT THE SCENE. ALBERT GOT UP AND CUT DOWN 
SOME MORE SAUSAGES. THEN HE TURNED TOWARD 
THE WINDOW AND, FOR A SECOND OR TWO, 
MAIGRET THOUGHT THAT HE HAD CAUGHT SIGHT 
OF HIM. BUT HE HAD SEEN NOTHING. 

PRESENTLY, THEY WIPED THEIR MOUTHS AND LIT 
FRESH CIGARETTES. AIRAUD YAWNED. SINCE HE 
KNEW THAT THE POLICE WERE HOT ON HIS HEELS, 
HOW LONG WAS IT SINCE HE HAD LAST HAD ANY 
SLEEP? HE PICKED HIS TEETH WITH THE POINT OF 
HIS KNIFE, AND RESTED HIS HEAD AGAINST THE 
WALL. 

ONCE AGAIN, YOUNG FORLACROIX LEFT THE 
ROOM. THIS TIME HE WAS AWAY MUCH LONGER, 
AND MAIGRET WAS JUST BEGINNING TO GROW 
ANXIOUS WHEN HE REAPPEARED, KICKING THE 
DOOR OPEN WITH HIS FOOT. HE WAS HEAVILY 
LADEN. ON HIS HEAD, HE CARRIED A MATTRESS 
FOLDED IN HALF AND A PILE OF BED LINEN, AND, 
UNDER HIS ARM, A PILLOW. MARCEL WENT ACROSS 
TO ASSIST. THEY SHOWED THEMSELVES TO BE 
SURPRISINGLY CONCERNED WITH CLEANLINESS. 
AIRAUD FETCHED AN OLD STABLE BROOM WHICH 
WAS PROPPED IN A CORNER, AND SWEPT THE 
BEATEN EARTH FLOOR BEFORE THE MATTRESS WAS 
LAID ON IT. 

THE CUSTOMS OFFICER, HAVING GOT RID OF THE 
DOG, HAD RETURNED TO HIS POST, AND WAS 
WAITING WITHOUT ANY VISIBLE SIGN OF 
IMPATIENCE. 



“AREN’T YOU GOING TO ARREST THEM?” HISSED 
DIDINE ONCE MORE. SHE WAS BY NOW SHIVERING 
WITH COLD. 

AIRAUD DIVESTED HIMSELF OF HIS OILSKIN 
JACKET, AND SAT DOWN ON THE FLOOR TO TAKE 
OFF HIS BOOTS. THEY WATCHED HIM AS HE 
REMOVED HIS SOCKS AND, WITH SURPRISING CARE 
AND DELIBERATION, RUBBED HIS SWOLLEN FEET. 
HIS COMPANION SAID SOMETHING TO HIM. WAS HE 
OFFERING TO BRING HOT WATER TO BATHE HIS 
FEET? MAIGRET FELT SURE HE WAS. MARCEL STOOD 
UP AGAIN AND STRETCHED, BEFORE LYING DOWN 
FULL LENGTH ON THE MATTRESS WITH A SIGH SO 
DEEP THAT IT COULD ALMOST BE HEARD FROM 
OUTSIDE. 

ALBERT FORLACROIX PICKED UP THE STABLE 
LANTERN AND GLANCED AROUND THE ROOM. HE 
FROWNED AS HE CAUGHT SIGHT OF THE WINDOW. 
HAD HE FORGOTTEN ABOUT IT? OF COURSE NOT! 
REASSURINGLY, HE REMINDED HIMSELF THAT 
THERE WAS NOTHING BUT MARSHLAND BEYOND. 

NOW THERE WAS AN ODD THING! HE SLAPPED HIS 
GUEST HARD ON THE TOP OF HIS TOUSLED HEAD. 
THEN, SLINGING THE LANTERN FROM HIS WRIST, HE 
STIRRED HIS TALL, BULKY FRAME AND WENT OUT, 
CLOSING THE DOOR BEHIND HIM. 

MAIGRET BECKONED DIDINE ASIDE. 

“IS THERE A BACK WAY OUT OF THE HOUSE?” HE 
ASKED. 

SHE POINTED TO THE LOW WALL SURROUNDING 
FORLACROIX’S BACK YARD. 

HE DECIDED THAT HE COULD SAFELY LEAVE THE 
CUSTOMS OFFICER TO KEEP GUARD. HE PICKED HIS 
WAY BACK AMONG THE OYSTER SHELLS, THE 
GARBAGE CANS AND BROKEN BOTTLES, PARTED 
FROM DIDINE IN THE STREET, AND WENT INTO THE 
POLICE STATION. 



HE RETURNED WITH A POLICEMAN, AND 
INSTRUCTED HIM TO RELIEVE HULOT. DIDINE WAS 
STILL OUT THERE IN THE STREET, WITH HER SICKLE 
AND HER BAG HALF FULL OF GRASS. SHE WAS 
LOOKING AT HIM WITH A DECIDEDLY QUIZZICAL 
EXPRESSION, OR SO IT SEEMED TO HIM. 

“WELL, WHAT HAVE YOU TO SAY? IF YOU ASK ME, 
IF IT WASN’T FOR OLD DIDINE... HOW MANY OF 
YOUR POLICEMEN HAVE YOU HAD RUNNING 
AROUND IN CIRCLES LOOKING FOR HIM? 
POLICEMEN!” 

SHE LAUGHED CONTEMPTUOUSLY. 

“BUT NOBODY BOTHERS TO COME AND SEE ME, 
AND YET I COULD...” 

“GO ON HOME,” HE URGED. “ELL COME AND SEE 
YOU, TONIGHT... OR TOMORROW.” 

“OR WHEN THE MOON IS BLUE!” SHE RETORTED 
CYNICALLY. “COME ALONG, JUSTIN. YOU’LL SEE! 
EVEN NOW, I BET THEY FIND SOME WAY OF KEEPING 
THEM OUT OF PRISON.” 

THE POLICEMAN ON DUTY OUTSIDE ALBERT 
FORLACROIX’S HOUSE WAS NO LONGER LURKING 
IN THE SHADOWS, BUT WAS STANDING IN THE 
MIDDLE OF THE ROAD. 

“HAS HE GONE OUT?” ASKED MAIGRET. 

“LOOK OVER THERE. YOU SEE THAT DARK SHAPE 
JUST BEYOND THE THIRD GAS LAMP? THAT’S HIM... 
HE’S GOING INTO THE HOTEL BAR.” 

A FEW MINUTES LATER, MAIGRET FOLLOWED HIM 
THERE. THE CARD GAME WAS STILL IN PROGRESS. 
MEJAT, AS MIGHT HAVE BEEN EXPECTED, WAS 
DISPUTING EVERY POINT. 

“I TELL YOU, GENTLEMEN, THAT SINCE IT WAS MY 
CALL... I APPEAL TO YOU, CHIEF... IF I PLAY HEARTS 
WHEN...” 



ALBERT FORLACROIX WAS SITTING ALL ALONE 
AT A LONG TABLE WHICH COULD COMFORTABLY 
HAVE ACCOMMODATED TEN. HE WAS FOLLOWING 
THE GAME FROM A DISTANCE. THERESE HAD 
BROUGHT HIM A MUG OF WHITE WINE, BUT HE 
SEEMED IN NO HURRY TO DRINK IT. 

“WELL, ELL BE DAMNED!” GRUNTED MAIGRET, 
RECALLING THE WINE DRAWN FROM THE WOOD, 
AND THE POTATOES AND SAUSAGES. 

“WILL YOU TAKE OVER, CHIEF?” 

“NOT JUST NOW. YOU CARRY ON.” 

HE DID NOT TAKE OFF HIS COAT. HE WAS FEELING 
HIS WAY, AND KEEPING A WARY EYE ON THE YOUNG 
MAN, WHO WAS SITTING THERE WITH HIS LONG 
LEGS STRETCHED OUT IN FRONT OF HIM. 

WAS HE REALLY FEELING UP TO IT? COULD HE 
MUSTER THE NECESSARY DETERMINATION? ONCE 
HE HAD SET THINGS IN MOTION, HE WOULD HAVE 
TO GO ON TO THE END, WHATEVER THE COST. THE 
ADVERTISING CLOCK WAS STILL OUT OF ORDER. HE 
LOOKED AT HIS WATCH. IT WAS SEVEN O’CLOCK. 
THERESE WAS LAYING THE TABLES. 

SHOULD HE HAVE HIS DINNER FIRST? OR WOULD 
IT BE BETTER... ? 

“BRING ME A HALF-BOTTLE OF WHITE WINE, 
THERESE,” HE CALLED OUT. 

BUT IT WOULD BE A POOR SUBSTITUTE FOR THE 
WHITE WINE THAT THOSE TWO HAD BEEN 
DRINKING. 

ALBERT FORLACROIX GAZED PENSIVELY AT HIM. 

“I SAY, MEJAT...” 

“YES, CHIEF? SORRY... I FORGOT TO DECLARE MY 
RUN OF THREE.” 


“IT’S A WINNER!” 



“WHAT ABOUT THE BUTCHER?” 

“EVE JUST SEEN HIM... I PUT THE QUESTION TO 
HIM, BUT HE CAN’T REMEMBER. HE CLAIMS THAT IF 
ANYONE HAD BEEN IN AT THAT TIME OF DAY, 
ASKING FOR SOMETHING ESPECIALLY CHOICE, HE 
WOULD HAVE REMEMBERED.” 

HE WAS GOING AROUND IN CIRCLES. HE WAS 
STILL FEELING HIS WAY. HE WENT DOWN THE TWO 
STEPS LEADING TO THE KITCHEN, AND LIFTED THE 
LIDS OF THE SAUCEPANS. 

“WHAT ARE YOU GIVING US FOR DINNER, 
MADAME?” 

“CALVES’ LIVER A LA BOURGEOISE ... I HOPE YOU 
LIKE IT? I DIDN’T THINK TO ASK YOU.” 

THAT SETTLED IT. HE COULD NOT ABIDE LIVER IN 
ANY FORM. 

“SEE HERE, MEJAT, WHEN YOU’VE FINISHED YOUR 
GAME, I WANT YOU TO COME WITH ME TO THE 
TOWN HALL. IS THE STOVE STILL GOING?” 

“IT WAS, EARLIER.” 

THE TIME HAD COME AT LAST. HE WENT UP TO 
ALBERT FORLACROIX. 

“WOULD YOU MIND IF WE HAD A LITTLE CHAT? 
NOT HERE. IN MY OFFICE. YOU’VE HAD YOUR 
DINNER, I TAKE IT?” 

THE YOUNG MAN STOOD UP WITHOUT A WORD. 

“ALL RIGHT, LET’S GO.” 

AND THE TWO OF THEM WENT OUT TOGETHER 
INTO THE NIGHT. 



9: The Interrogation 


« * » 

ANY ONE OF HIS STAFF AT THE QUAIDES ORFEVRES, 
LUCAS OR JANVIER, FOR INSTANCE, WOULD HAVE 
RECOGNIZED THE SIGNS AT A GLANCE. EVEN HIS 
BACK WAS ELOQUENT. WAS THAT A HUMP BETWEEN 
THOSE HUNCHED SHOULDERS? AT ANY RATE, IF 
THAT BACK HAD BEEN SEEN IN THE LONG 
CORRIDORS OF POLICE HEADQUARTERS, MAIGRET’S 
INSPECTORS WOULD HAVE EXCHANGED GLANCES. 
AND IF, LATER, MAIGRET, WITHOUT OFFERING ANY 
EXPLANATION, HAD SUMMONED A MAN TO HIS 
OFFICE, THEY WOULD HAVE MURMURED: 

“HM. HE’S IN FOR IT!” 

AND IT WOULD HAVE BEEN NO SURPRISE TO 
THEM, TWO OR THREE HOURS LATER, TO SEE THE 
WAITER FROM THE BRASSERIE DAUPHINE ARRIVING 
WITH A TRAY OF SANDWICHES AND BEER. 

BUT HERE, THERE WAS NO ONE TO SEE MAIGRET 
AND HIS COMPANION WALKING ALONG THE DARK 
STREET. 

“HOLD ON A SECOND, WILL YOU?” 

THE CHIEF SUPERINTENDENT WENT INTO THE 
LITTLE GENERAL STORE, WHICH WAS FULL OF 
STRANGE SMELLS, AND BOUGHT SOME COARSE 
TOBACCO AND A BOX OF MATCHES. 

“AND ELL HAVE A PACK OF STRONG CIGARETTES 
AS WELL... NO, ON SECOND THOUGHT, YOU’D 
BETTER MAKE IT TWO PACKS.” 

IN A JAR, ALL STUCK TOGETHER, WERE THE KIND 
OF CANDIES THAT HAD BEEN HIS CHILDHOOD 
FAVORITES, BUT HE HADN’T THE NERVE TO BUY 
SOME FOR HIMSELF. AS THEY WALKED ALONG, 
ALBERT FORLACROIX WAS SILENT, VISIBLY MAKING 
AN EFFORT TO APPEAR UNCONCERNED. 


THE WROUGHT-IRON GATE, THE FORECOURT OF 
THE TOWN HALL, AND, AS HE OPENED HIS OFFICE 
DOOR, A WELCOMING GUST OF WARM AIR FROM 
THE STOVE, WHICH GLOWED RED IN THE DARK. 

“COME IN, FORLACROIX... MAKE YOURSELF AT 
HOME.” 

MAIGRET SWITCHED ON THE LIGHTS, TOOK OFF 
HIS COAT AND HAT, AND REFILLED THE STOVE. 
THEN HE BEGAN PACING UP AND DOWN THE ROOM, 
AND, AS HE DID SO, A FAINT FLICKER OF ANXIETY 
CROSSED HIS FACE FROM TIME TO TIME. HE PACED 
BACK AND FORTH, HIS GLANCE RESTING ON THIS 
OBJECT OR THAT; HE MOVED THINGS ABOUT, 
SMOKED, AND GRUMBLED, AND GENERALLY 
BEHAVED AS IF HE WERE WAITING FOR SOMETHING 
WHICH ELUDED HIM. 

AND THAT SOMETHING WAS INSPIRATION, 
THOUGH HE PREFERRED TO CALL IT A SENSE OF 
WELL-BEING. 

“TAKE A SEAT... YOU MAY SMOKE IF YOU WISH.” 

HE NOTED THAT FORLACROIX FOLLOWED THE 
RURAL CUSTOM OF KEEPING AN OPEN PACK OF 
CIGARETTES IN HIS JACKET POCKET AND PULLING 
OUT A SINGLE CIGARETTE WHENEVER HE WANTED 
ONE. HE DID SO NOW, AND MAIGRET LIT A MATCH 
FOR HIM. THEN, JUST AS HE, TOO, WAS ABOUT TO 
SIT DOWN, HIS GLANCE RESTED ON THE WINDOW, 
AND HE WENT OVER TO IT, INTENDING TO CLOSE 
THE SHUTTERS. HE COULD NOT GET THE WINDOW 
TO OPEN, HOWEVER, SO HE HAD TO CONTENT 
HIMSELF WITH PULLING DOWN THE DUSTY BLIND. 

“WELL, HERE WE ARE,” HE SAID, WITH A SIGH OF 
SATISFACTION, AND SAT DOWN. “NOW, WHAT HAVE 
YOU GOT TO TELL ME, FORLACROIX?” 

THE “GRILLING,” AS THEY WOULD SAY AT THE 
QUAI DES ORFEVRES, WAS ABOUT TO BEGIN. 
ALBERT DID NOT TRUST THE CHIEF 



SUPERINTENDENT AN INCH. LEANING WELL BACK 
IN HIS CHAIR TO ALLOW MORE ROOM FOR HIS LONG 
LEGS, HE LOOKED SEARCHINGLY AT MAIGRET, 
MAKING NO ATTEMPT TO CONCEAL HIS 
RESENTMENT 

“WAS IT YOU WHO SENT FOR MY MOTHER?” HE 
ASKED, AFTER A BRIEF SILENCE. 

SO HE MUST HAVE SEEN HER, EITHER AS SHE WAS 
GETTING OUT OF THE CAR OR AS SHE WAS LEAVING 
THE HOUSE. HE MUST, THEREFORE, ALSO HAVE 
SEEN THE DUTCHMAN, HORACE VAN USSCHEN. 

“YOUR MOTHER’S TESTIMONY WAS 
INDISPENSABLE,” REPLIED MAIGRET. “AT PRESENT, 
SHE IS STAYING IN LA ROCHE-SUR-YON, WHERE SHE 
WILL NO DOUBT REMAIN FOR SEVERAL DAYS. YOU 
MAY, PERHAPS, WISH TO GO AND SEE HER?” 

AND, LOOKING SEARCHINGLY AT THE YOUNG 
MAN, HE THOUGHT: 

YOU, MY BOY, ARE AS IRRATIONALLY DEVOTED 
TO YOUR MOTHER AS YOU ARE BITTERLY HOSTILE 
TO YOUR FATHER, OR, RATHER, TO THE MAN WHO 
PASSES FOR YOUR FATHER. 

THEN SUDDENLY, WITHOUT PREAMBLE: 

“AM I RIGHT IN THINKING THAT WHEN YOU LAST 
SAW YOUR MOTHER, SHE CONFIRMED THAT 
FORLACROIX WAS NOT YOUR FATHER?” 

“I KNEW THAT ALREADY” GROWLED ALBERT, 
STARING DOWN AT HIS BOOTS. 

“AND FOR A VERY LONG TIME, IF I’M NOT 
MISTAKEN... LET’S SEE NOW... HOW OLD WOULD 
YOU HAVE BEEN WHEN YOU FIRST FOUND OUT? IT 
MUST HAVE BEEN VERY DISTRESSING FOR YOU.” 

“QUITE THE REVERSE!” 

“SO YOU HATED JUDGE FORLACROIX EVEN 


BEFORE THAT?” 



“I CERTAINLY DIDN’T LIKE HIM.” 

HE WAS A CAUTIOUS FELLOW. HE WAS WEIGHING 
HIS WORDS WITH CHARACTERISTIC PEASANT 
WARINESS AND, WHATEVER HIS FEELINGS MIGHT 
BE, HE WAS CAREFUL NOT TO GET CARRIED AWAY, 
PERHAPS BECAUSE HE KNEW THE FEROCITY OF HIS 
OWN TEMPER. 

“HOW OLD WERE YOU WHEN... ?” 

“ABOUT SIXTEEN. I WAS AT SCHOOL IN LUQON. I 
WAS KEPT AT HOME FOR SEVERAL DAYS... MY 
FATHER—FORLACROIX, I MEAN— HAD SENT FOR A 
WELL-KNOWN MEDICAL SPECIALIST FROM PARIS. I 
THOUGHT, AT FIRST, HE’D COME TO SEE MY SISTER, 
BUT, IN FACT, IT WAS FOR BOTH OF US...” 

“WAS YOUR SISTER... ODD... EVEN THEN?” 

“SHE WASN’T QUITE LIKE OTHER GIRLS.” 

“AND YOU?” 

ALBERT STARTED VIOLENTLY, THEN, LOOKING 
MAIGRET STRAIGHT IN THE EYE, SAID: 

“NO ONE HAS EVER ACCUSED ME OF 
ABNORMALITY. I DID EXTREMELY WELL AT 
SCHOOL. THE DOCTOR EXAMINED ME FOR HOURS 
ON END. HE TOOK SWABS, AND SAMPLES OF BLOOD 
AND URINE. THE JUDGE WAS THERE IN THE ROOM 
WITH US. HE SEEMED ANXIOUS AND 
OVERWROUGHT. HE KEPT ASKING 
INCOMPREHENSIBLE QUESTIONS, MAINLY ON THE 
SUBJECT OF BLOOD GROUPS, GROUP A, GROUP B... 
HE WAITED IMPATIENTLY FOR SEVERAL DAYS FOR 
THE RESULTS OF THE TESTS, AND WHEN, AT LAST, A 
LETTER ARRIVED FROM A PATHOLOGIST IN PARIS, 
HE SUBJECTED ME TO AN ICY STARE, AND GAVE A 
FRIGID LITTLE SMILE, AS IF HE FELT HE HAD AT 
LAST BEEN RELIEVED OF A HEAVY BURDEN...” 


ALBERT SPOKE SLOWLY, WEIGHING HIS WORDS. 



“I QUESTIONED SOME OF THE OLDER BOYS AT 
SCHOOL. I LEARNED THAT A CHILD’S BLOOD GROUP 
IS ALWAYS THE SAME AS THAT OF A PARENT, AND 
THAT, IN SOME COUNTRIES, BLOOD TESTS ARE 
ADMITTED AS EVIDENCE IN PATERNITY SUITS... 
WELL, MY BLOOD GROUP TURNED OUT TO BE 
DIFFERENT FROM THAT OF THE JUDGE.” 

HE SAID THIS ALMOST GLOATINGLY. 

“I TOYED WITH THE IDEA OF RUNNING AWAY, BUT 
I HAD NO MONEY... I WOULD HAVE LIKED TO HAVE 
GONE TO MY MOTHER, BUT I HAD NO IDEA WHERE 
TO FIND HER, AND THE JUDGE ALWAYS SHUT UP 
LIKE A CLAM WHENEVER I MENTIONED HER NAME. 

I SERVED MY TIME IN THE ARMY... AND WHEN I 
WAS RELEASED, I DECIDED TO COME BACK HERE, 
AND MAKE A LIVING IN THE SAME WAY AS MOST 
OTHER PEOPLE HEREABOUTS...” 

“YOU REALIZED, I SUPPOSE, THAT YOU WERE 
BEST SUITED BY TEMPERAMENT TO A LIFE OF HARD 
PHYSICAL LABOR? BUT, TELL ME, WHAT MADE YOU 
DECIDE TO SETTLE IN THE SAME VILLAGE AS THE 
JUDGE?” 

“ON ACCOUNT OF MY SISTER... I RENTED A 
HOUSE, AND STARTED WORKING IN THE MUSSEL 
BEDS. I WENT TO SEE THE JUDGE, AND DEMANDED 
THAT HE SHOULD HAND OVER MY SISTER TO ME.” 

“AND HE REFUSED, OF COURSE!” 

“WHY DO YOU SAY ‘OF COURSE’?” 

ONCE AGAIN, HE WAS LOOKING SULLEN AND 
RESENTFUL. 

“BECAUSE IT’S PLAIN TO ME THAT THE JUDGE 
WORSHIPS HIS DAUGHTER.” 

“OR HATES HER,” MUTTERED ALBERT BETWEEN 
HIS TEETH. 

“DO YOU REALLY BELIEVE THAT?” 



“AT ANY RATE, HE HATED ME.” 

HE STOOD UP ABRUPTLY. 

“WHAT HAS ALL THIS GOT TO DO WITH YOUR 
INQUIRIES? IT’S JUST A TRICK TO MAKE ME TALK, 
ISN’T IT?” 

HE FUMBLED IN HIS POCKET FOR A CIGARETTE, 
BUT FOUND HE HAD NONE LEFT. MAIGRET HELD 
OUT ONE OF THE PACKS HE HAD BOUGHT FOR JUST 
SUCH A CONTINGENCY. 

“SIT DOWN, FORLACROIX.” 

“IS IT TRUE THAT THE JUDGE HAS CONFESSED?” 

“CONFESSED TO WHAT?” 

“YOU KNOW VERY WELL WHAT I MEAN.” 

“HE HAS CONFESSED TO A MURDER COMMITTED 
LONG AGO. YEARS AGO, IN VERSAILLES, HE 
CAUGHT YOUR MOTHER IN BED WITH A MAN. HE 
KILLED THAT MAN... ” 

“OH!” 

“TELL ME, FORLACROIX...” 

A LONG SILENCE, DURING WHICH MAIGRET 
STARED BROODINGLY AT HIM. 

“IS MARCEL AIRAUD A FRIEND OF YOURS?” 

ANOTHER LONG SILENCE. AS WAS HIS WONT, THE 
MAYOR HAD PROVIDED A COUPLE OF BOTTLES OF 
WINE. MAIGRET LEANED ACROSS THE TABLE, AND 
POURED HIMSELF A GLASS. 

“WHAT’S THAT GOT TO DO WITH YOU?” 

“NOTHING... NOT MUCH, AT ANY RATE... BUT YOU 
ARE ROUGHLY THE SAME AGE. AND HE, LIKE YOU, 

IS A MUSSEL-GATHERER... YOU MUST HAVE SEEN A 
GOOD DEAL OF HIM, AT WORK, AT THE LOCAL 
DANCES AND WHAT NOT... I’M REFERRING TO THE 



DAYS BEFORE HE BEGAN VISITING YOUR SISTER AT 
NIGHT” 

“WE USED TO BE FRIENDS, YES.” 

“YOU LIVE ALONE, DON’T YOU? IT SEEMS VERY 
STRANGE TO ME THAT A YOUNG MAN OF YOUR AGE 
SHOULD HAVE SUCH A TASTE FOR SOLITUDE. YOUR 
HOUSE IS BIG ENOUGH.” 

“I HAVE A WOMAN IN EVERY DAY TO DO THE 
CLEANING.” 

“I KNOW. AND WHAT ABOUT YOUR MEALS? YOU 
DON’T MEAN TO TELL ME THAT YOU DO YOUR OWN 
COOKING.” 

ALBERT FORLACROIX, GLOWERING, WONDERED 
WHAT ON EARTH THE CHIEF SUPERINTENDENT WAS 
GETTING AT. 

“SOMETIMES I DO. I’M NOT FUSSY. A SLICE OF 
HAM, A COUPLE OF EGGS... A FEW OYSTERS FOR 
STARTERS... OCCASIONALLY I HAVE A MEAL AT THE 
HOTEL DU PORT.” 

“IT SEEMS ODD.” 

“WHAT DOES?” 

“NOTHING... YOU. IN EFFECT, YOU LIVE IN 
L’AIGUILLON JUST AS IF YOU WERE MILES AWAY 
FROM CIVILIZATION. HAVE YOU NEVER 
CONSIDERED GETTING MARRIED?” 

“NO.” 

“WHAT ABOUT YOUR FRIEND AIRAUD?” 

“HE’S NOT MY FRIEND.” 

“TRUE, HE IS NO LONGER YOUR FRIEND. IN SHORT, 
YOU AND HE QUARRELED WHEN RUMORS BEGAN 
FLYING ABOUT THAT HE WAS IN THE HABIT OF 
SPENDING THE NIGHT WITH YOUR SISTER. AM I 
RIGHT?” 



BY NOW, FORLACROIX’S UNEASINESS WAS 
BEGINNING TO SHOW IN HIS FACE. AT THE 
BEGINNING, ALTHOUGH HE HAD BEEN ON HIS 
GUARD, HE HAD NOT ATTACHED ANY GREAT 
IMPORTANCE TO MAIGRET’S QUESTIONS. BUT NOW, 
SUDDENLY, HE FELT AS IF HE WERE BECOMING 
ENTANGLED IN A WEB OF FINE THREADS. 

WHAT HAD THE CHIEF SUPERINTENDENT IN 
MIND? MAIGRET POURED HIM A DRINK, AND 
PUSHED THE PACK OF CIGARETTES TOWARD HIM. 

“HAVE A DRINK. HAVE A CIGARETTE. MAKE 
YOURSELF COMFORTABLE... WE HAVE A GREAT 
DEAL TO DISCUSS.” 

ALBERT’S RESPONSE TO THIS COULD BE READ IN 
HIS FACE AS PLAINLY AS IF HE HAD SPOKEN: 

I WON’T SAY ANOTHER WORD! I REFUSE TO 
ANSWER ANY MORE QUESTIONS! 

MAIGRET GOT UP AND BEGAN WANDERING 
AROUND THE ROOM AGAIN. HE STOOD FOR SOME 
TIME CONTEMPLATING THE BUST OF THE REPUBLIC. 

“ARE YOU HUNGRY?” 

“NO!” 

“PERHAPS YOU HAVE ALREADY HAD DINNER? I 
MUST CONFESS I’M RAVENOUS. I WISH I’D THOUGHT 
OF BRINGING ALONG A FEW BAKED POTATOES...” 

THAT’S RIGHT! THAT’S RIGHT! SHAKE IN YOUR 
SHOES, BOY. STILL, YOU’RE A COOL CUSTOMER; 
EVERYONE KNOWS THAT. 

“FINE, UPSTANDING FELLOWS THAT YOU ARE, 
YOU AND AIRAUD, I SUPPOSE, ARE LOOKED UPON 
AS A PAIR OF COCKERELS IN THE HEN ROOST... ALL 
THE GIRLS ARE AFTER YOU, I DON’T DOUBT...” 

“I’M NOT INTERESTED IN GIRLS.” 

“BUT AIRAUD IS... HE’S EVEN FATHERED A CHILD 
ON ONE OF THEM. YOU MUST HAVE BEEN FURIOUS 



WHEN YOU FOUND OUT HE WAS YOUR SISTER’S 
LOVER. I’M SURPRISED THERE WASN’T MORE OF AN 
EXPLOSION... ” 

“WE DID COME TO BLOWS.” 

“MORE THAN ONCE, I’LL BET... BECAUSE IT 
DIDN’T STOP... THAT PUZZLES ME... I HARDLY 
KNOW HIM... YOU KNOW MUCH MORE ABOUT HIM 
THAN IDO... HAS IT EVER OCCURRED TO YOU THAT 
MARCEL MIGHT BE GENUINELY IN LOVE WITH 
YOUR SISTER?” 

“I HAVEN’T THE SLIGHTEST IDEA OF THAT.” 

“SO, AT ANY RATE, SOME PEOPLE ARE SAYING. 

THE STORY IS THAT HE INTENDED TO MARRY HER, 
AND THAT THE JUDGE HAD GIVEN HIS CONSENT. IN 
THAT EVENT, I PRESUME, YOU WOULD HAVE BURIED 
THE HATCHET? AFTER ALL, HE WOULD HAVE 
BECOME YOUR BROTHER-IN-LAW. IT’S A GREAT PITY 
HE TOOK IT INTO HIS HEAD TO BOLT... IT MAKES 
THINGS LOOK BAD FOR HIM. I MAY AS WELL ADMIT 
TO YOU THAT I HAVE A WARRANT FOR HIS ARREST. 
WHAT POSSIBLE REASON COULD HE HAVE HAD, IF 
HE IS NOT GUILTY, FOR DISAPPEARING THE WAY HE 
DID, AND GOING TO GROUND IN THE MARSHES?” 

THE CIGARETTES WERE DWINDLING FAST. FROM 
TIME TO TIME, A HEAVY FOOTFALL COULD BE 
HEARD IN THE STREET, SOMEONE ON HIS WAY TO 
THE HOTEL DU PORT FOR A GAME OF CARDS. 

AND THE “GRILLING” WENT ON AND ON. 
OCCASIONALLY, WHEN HIS BACK WAS TURNED, 
MAIGRET PERMITTED HIMSELF TO LOOK AS 
DISHEARTENED AS HE FELT. HE KNEW IT COULD GO 
ON FOR HOURS. HE HAD HAD TO DEAL WITH ALL 
SORTS IN HIS TIME, CON MEN, BAMBOOZLERS, 
MASTERS OF REPARTEE. 

THE MOST CELEBRATED INTERROGATION IN 
WHICH HE HAD EVER TAKEN PART AT THE QUAI DES 
ORFEVRES HAD LASTED TWENTY-SEVEN HOURS. 



THERE HAD BEEN THREE OF THEM WORKING IN 
RELAYS TO ENSURE THAT THE SUSPECT WOULD 
NOT BE ALLOWED A MINUTE’S RESPITE. 

BUT HE COULD NOT REMEMBER EVER HAVING 
ENCOUNTERED A MORE UNRESPONSIVE LUMP OF A 
MAN THAN ALBERT FORLACROIX. 

“MARCEL IS AN ONLY CHILD, IS HE NOT? AND HIS 
MOTHER IS A WIDOW? HAS SHE ANY SAVINGS? I 
ONLY ASK BECAUSE, IF HE SHOULD BE CONVICTED, 
THAT POOR WOMAN’S LIFE...” 

“YOU NEEDN’T WORRY ABOUT HER. SHE’S FAR 
BETTER OFF THAN MOST PEOPLE IN L’AIGUILLON.” 

“I’M RELIEVED TO HEAR IT. BECAUSE, THE MORE I 
THINK ABOUT IT... SEE HERE! WOULD YOU LIKE ME 
TO TELL YOU, JUST BETWEEN THE TWO OF US, 
WHAT REALLY HAPPENED? IF YOU’LL JUST GIVE ME 
A MOMENT, I HAVE A PHONE CALL TO MAKE... IT 
HAD ALMOST SLIPPED MY MIND, AND THAT MIGHT 
HAVE HAD SERIOUS CONSEQUENCES... HELLO, 
MADEMOISELLE... YES, IT’S I.... ABOUT THOSE 
CHOCOLATES I PROMISED YOU... YES, OF COURSE, 
YOU DID SAY YOU PREFERRED MARRONS GLACES... 
WELL, I AM BECOMING MORE INDEBTED TO YOU 
ALL THE TIME... I KNOW IT’S AFTER HOURS... BUT 
I’D BE OBLIGED IF YOU WOULD PUT ME THROUGH 
TO NANTES... THE FLYING SQUAD, YES... THANKS, 
MADEMOISELLE...” 

BACK TO WORK! IT WOULD NEVER DO TO LET 
FORLACROIX OFF THE HOOK. THE PRESSURE MUST 
BE KEPT UP. 

“AT FIRST, IT WAS ALL JUST A BIT OF A LARK TO 
HIM, WHICH IS UNDERSTANDABLE ENOUGH, AT HIS 
AGE... AT THAT STAGE, THE FACT THAT YOUR 
SISTER WAS NOT QUITE LIKE OTHER GIRLS DIDN’T 
WORRY HIM ALL THAT MUCH... BUT THEN HE FELL 
IN LOVE WITH HER... HE BEGAN TO THINK 



SERIOUSLY ABOUT MARRIAGE... DIDN’T HE SAY 
ANYTHING TO YOU AT ABOUT THAT TIME?” 

“WE WEREN’T ON SPEAKING TERMS.” 

“SORRY! I WAS FORGETTING. BUT, SEEING THAT 
HE SPOKE TO YOUR FATHER, I THOUGHT HE JUST 
MIGHT HAVE GONE TO SEE YOU, TOO, TO EXPLAIN 
THAT YOU HAD GOT HOLD OF THE WRONG END OF 
THE STICK, AND THAT, IN FACT, HIS INTENTIONS 
WERE HONORABLE. OH, WELL, IF YOU TELL ME 
THAT HE DIDN’T... HELLO... YES... MAIGRET 
SPEAKING... LOOK HERE, I WONDER IF YOU COULD 
DO ME A FAVOR... DO YOU HAVE THE ADDRESS OF 
DOCTOR JANIN’S HOUSEKEEPER?... GOOD... 

LISTEN... I KNOW IT’S A BIT IRREGULAR... YOU’LL 
HAVE TO GET HER CONSENT; OTHERWISE I’LL HAVE 
TO WAIT UNTIL TOMORROW, TO GET A SUMMONS 
FROM THE EXAMINING MAGISTRATE... I’D LIKE HER 
BROUGHT TO ME HERE... TONIGHT, YES... IT’S ONLY 
ABOUT TWELVE KILOMETERS... WHERE? I’LL 
PROBABLY STILL BE HERE, AT THE TOWN HALL... 

NO, DON’T SAY ANYTHING TO HER... THANKS.” 

HE HUNG UP, AND, ASSUMING HIS MOST CORDIAL 
MANNER, CONTINUED: 

“I’M SO SORRY... JUST A SMALL MATTER THAT I 
HAD OVERLOOKED... IN ALL PROBABILITY, MARCEL 
WILL VERY SHORTLY BE FOUND AND APPREHENDED 
BY THE POLICE. AFTER ALL, IT’S INEVITABLE. THE 
MARSHES ARE NOT THE DESERT... WELL, ANYWAY, 
TO GET BACK TO MY IDEA... MARCEL IS 
CONTEMPLATING MARRIAGE. HIS MOTHER, WE CAN 
ASSUME, USES ALL HER POWERS TO DISSUADE HIM 
FROM MARRYING A MENTALLY SUBNORMAL GIRL. 
HE HIMSELF, ALTHOUGH VERY MUCH IN LOVE, 
FEELS A LITTLE UNEASY...” 

IT WAS HOT ENOUGH IN THE ROOM, GOODNESS 
KNOWS, WITH THE STOVE ROARING AWAY. BUT WAS 
IT ONLY BECAUSE OF THE HEAT THAT 



FORLACROIX’S FOREHEAD WAS BEADED WITH 
PERSPIRATION? 

“IT IS AT THIS POINT THAT HE REMEMBERS THAT 
ONE OF HIS OLD SHIPMATES ABOARD THE VENGEUR 
HAS SET UP IN PRACTICE AS A DOCTOR IN NANTES. 
HE GOES TO SEE HIM. HE ASKS HIS ADVICE. JANIN 
CANNOT GIVE AN OPINION WITHOUT SEEING THE 
GIRL. THEY DECIDE THAT THE BEST COURSE 
WOULD BE FOR THE DOCTOR TO VISIT HER HERE, 
AND EXAMINE HER... ” 

ALBERT STUBBED OUT HIS CIGARETTE ON THE 
HEEL OF HIS BOOT, AND LIT ANOTHER. 

“YOU MUST ADMIT THAT IT MAKES SENSE, 
PSYCHOLOGICALLY... OF COURSE, I DON’T KNOW 
YOUR FORMER FRIEND AIRAUD AS WELL AS YOU 
DO. BUT HE IS, FIRST AND FOREMOST, A PEASANT. 
AND THAT MEANS THAT HE IS BY NATURE 
CAUTIOUS... HE WISHES TO GET MARRIED, BUT, AT 
THE SAME TIME, HE WOULD LIKE TO BE ASSURED 
THAT HIS FUTURE WIFE’S MENTAL DISORDER IS NOT 
QUITE HOPELESS... HOW DOES THAT STRIKE YOU?” 

“I DON’T KNOW,” RETORTED ALBERT DRILY. 

“DRINK UP YOUR WINE... ARE YOU STILL NOT 
HUNGRY? IN MY OPINION—I MAY BE WRONG, OF 
COURSE—IN MY OPINION MARCEL LACKED THE 
COURAGE TO RAISE THE QUESTION WITH YOUR 
FATHER... IN OTHER WORDS, TO PUT IT BLUNTLY, 
THE JUDGE HAD AGREED TO LET HIM HAVE HIS 
DAUGHTER, BUT ONLY ON THE TERMS THAT HE 
TAKE HER AS HE FOUND HER... AND, BESIDES, IF 
SHE HAD BEEN A NORMAL, HEALTHY GIRL, HE 
WOULD PROBABLY NOT HAVE CONSENTED TO HER 
MARRYING A MUSSEL-GATHERER.” 

AND MAIGRET, QUITE DELIBERATELY, ASSUMED A 
SLY EXPRESSION, AND UTTERED A COARSE LAUGH, 
LIKE A SALESMAN TELLING A DIRTY JOKE. 



“CAN’T YOU JUST SEE OUR FRIEND AIRAUD 
SAYING TO HIS FUTURE FATHER-IN-LAW: ‘AGREED! 
I’M VERY MUCH OBLIGED TO YOU. ELL TAKE YOUR 
DAUGHTER, BUT ONLY SUBJECT TO A FAVORABLE 
EXPERT OPINION.’?” 

ALBERT LOOKED AT HIM WITH LOATHING, BUT 
THE CHIEF SUPERINTENDENT TURNED A BLIND EYE. 

“IT WAS THEREFORE NECESSARY TO ARRANGE TO 
HAVE THE GIRL EXAMINED WITHOUT HER FATHER’S 
KNOWLEDGE... AND THAT, IN MY OPINION, IS THE 
REASON IT WAS DECIDED THAT THIS SHOULD TAKE 
PLACE ON A TUESDAY. EVERY TUESDAY NIGHT, 
FORLACROIX ENTERTAINED HIS FRIENDS IN THE 
LIBRARY ON THE GROUND FLOOR. THEY COULD BE 
RELIED ON TO REMAIN THERE FOR HOURS, TALKING 
IN LOUD VOICES, DRINKING AND LAUGHING, WITH 
NEVER AN INKLING OF WHAT WAS GOING ON 
UPSTAIRS... THERE’S JUST ONE THING THAT 
BOTHERS ME, ALBERT... YOU DON’T MIND IF I CALL 
YOU ALBERT? YES, JUST ONE THING BOTHERS ME... 

I KNOW JANIN WAS AN ECCENTRIC, AND, TO PUT IT 
BLUNTLY, A BIT OF A REBEL. STILL, ALL DOCTORS 
ARE BOUND BY STRICT RULES OF MEDICAL 
ETHICS... 

“LET’S GO THROUGH THE TRAIN OF EVENTS AS 
THEY OCCURRED, AND THEN SEE IF YOU DON’T 
AGREE THAT THERE IS SOMETHING THAT DOESN’T 
QUITE FIT...” 

HE, TOO, WAS FEELING THE HEAT. HE MOPPED HIS 
FACE, AND FILLED HIS PIPE. AT TIMES LIKE THESE, 
HE FELT SOMETHING OF THE STRAIN EXPERIENCED 
BY A MUSIC-HALL ENTERTAINER WHO MUST, AT 
ALL COSTS, RETAIN CONTROL OF HIS AUDIENCE 
AND KEEP THEM BREATHLESS, ON THE EDGE OF 
THEIR SEATS. 

HE HAD AN AUDIENCE OF ONLY ONE. BUT WHAT A 
ROTTEN AUDIENCE! HOSTILE, CONTEMPTUOUS, 

AND UNCO-OPERATIVE FROM START TO FINISH. 



“LISTEN TO ME, YOUNG MAN... JANIN GOT OFF AT 
THE BUS STOP. MARCEL MUST HAVE ARRANGED TO 
MEET HIM SOMEWHERE NOT FAR FROM THE HOTEL 
DU PORT. HE WAS ANXIOUS THAT NO ONE KNOW OF 
THE DOCTOR’S VISIT... 

“WHY DID JANIN DECIDE TO STOP AT THE HOTEL, 
AND TELL THEM THAT HE WOULD BE BACK FOR 
DINNER? 

“ANYWAY, HAVING DONE SO, HE LEFT. HE MET 
MARCEL. IT WAS TOO SOON TO GO TO THE JUDGE’S 
HOUSE. HIS GUESTS HAD NOT YET ARRIVED. IT 
WOULD NOT BE POSSIBLE TO SEE THE GIRL ALONE 
UNTIL NINE O’CLOCK AT THE EARLIEST. 

“TELL ME, WHERE DO YOU THINK THOSE TWO 
MEN WENT IN THE INTERVAL? IT WAS RAINING. I 
CAN’T SOMEHOW SEE THEM WALKING IN THE DARK 
FOR HOURS ON END. AND BESIDES, IF THEY HAD 
DONE SO, SOMEONE IN THE VILLAGE WOULD 
SURELY HAVE SEEN THEM... 

“AND, WHAT’S MORE, THEY HAD A MEAL 
SOMEWHERE. AT LEAST JANIN DID. WE KNOW THAT 
FOR CERTAIN. ALTHOUGH THE INFORMATION IS 
CONFIDENTIAL, I SEE NO HARM IN TELLING YOU 
THAT THE AUTOPSY REVEALED THE REMAINS OF A 
FAIRLY SUBSTANTIAL MEAL IN THE DEAD MAN’S 
STOMACH. 

“SO THE TWO OF THEM ATE A HEARTY MEAL. 
WHERE DID THEY GET IT? TELL ME THAT.” 

AND MAIGRET, WHO HAD BEEN PACING UP AND 
DOWN, STOPPED FOR A MOMENT, AND GAVE 
ALBERT A HEFTY THUMP ON THE BACK. 

“AND THAT’S NOT THE END OF IT, MY DEAR 
FELLOW... THE GUESTS ARE NOW ASSEMBLED. 
FIRST, BRENEOL AND HIS WIFE AND DAUGHTER, 
AND THEN THE MARSACS. THE TIME HAS COME. 

ALL THAT REMAINS IS TO GAIN ACCESS TO YOUR 
SISTER LISE’S BEDROOM, ON THE SECOND FLOOR. 



THIS PRESENTED NO PROBLEM TO MARCEL, WHO 
MADE QUITE A HABIT OF SCALING THE WALL. 

“AS FOR DOCTOR JANIN, ECCENTRIC THOUGH HE 
WAS, CLIMBING WALLS MUST HAVE BEEN A NEW 
EXPERIENCE FOR HIM... 

“AND YET, HOW ELSE COULD HE HAVE GOT IN? 

“WAS MARCEL THERE WITH HIM, I WONDER? 

“BE THAT AS IT MAY, IT SEEMS FAIRLY CERTAIN 
THAT THE MURDER TOOK PLACE ABOUT MIDNIGHT. 
WE HAVE YOUR EVIDENCE FOR THAT.” 

“MY EVIDENCE?” 

“YES, YOURS, BOY. HAVE YOU FORGOTTEN YOUR 
STATEMENT, WHICH, I SHOULD POINT OUT, WAS 
CONFIRMED IN EVERY PARTICULAR BY THE JUDGE? 
AT ABOUT MIDNIGHT, HAVING SEEN HIS GUESTS 
OFF, THE JUDGE WENT UPSTAIRS, AND FOUND YOU 
SITTING ON THE TOP STEP.” 

SILENCE. MAIGRET REFILLED HIS PIPE AND PUT 
SOME MORE COAL ON THE FIRE. 

“BY THE WAY, WHY, HAVING BROKEN OFF 
RELATIONS WITH THE JUDGE, DID YOU RETAIN 
YOUR KEY TO THE HOUSE?” 

“SO THAT I COULD VISIT MY SISTER.” 

“DID YOU SEE HER THAT NIGHT?” 

“NO!” 

“AND YOU HEARD NOT A SOUND, FROM EITHER 
BEDROOM OR THE FRUIT LOFT, ALTHOUGH YOU 
WERE ALMOST RESTING YOUR BACK AGAINST THE 
DOOR? THAT’S RIGHT, ISN’T IT? WHICH IS WHY I SAY 
THAT BY THEN IT MUST HAVE BEEN ALL OVER.” 

HE FILLED A WINE GLASS TO THE BRIM, GULPED 
IT DOWN, AND WIPED HIS MOUTH. 

“THAT SEEMS TO PUT JUDGE FORLACROIX IN THE 
CLEAR, BUT HE’S OUT OF THE PICTURE ANYWAY. 



HOW LONG HAD YOU BEEN IN THE HOUSE WHEN 
THE VISITORS LEFT? NOT VERY LONG, I DARESAY, 
BECAUSE YOU WOULD KNOW WHAT TIME THEY 
USUALLY DISPERSED? 

“FIVE OR TEN MINUTES.” 

“FIVE OR TEN MINUTES... NOW, THEY WERE 
PLAYING BRIDGE, AND IN BRIDGE ONE PLAYER IS 
ALWAYS DUMMY. SO THAT SOMETIME IN THE 
COURSE OF THE EVENING, WHEN HE HIMSELF WAS 
DUMMY, FORLACROIX MIGHT WELL HAVE AVAILED 
HIMSELF OF THE OPPORTUNITY OF GOING UPSTAIRS 
TO SEE THAT EVERYTHING WAS ALL RIGHT... HE 
STUMBLED UPON A MAN WHO WAS A STRANGER TO 
HIM. HE PICKED UP A HAMMER THAT HAD BEEN 
LEFT LYING ABOUT... HE STRUCK... ” 

“WHAT ARE YOU GETTING AT?” GRUMBLED 
ALBERT FORLACROIX. 

“NOTHING. I’M JUST THINKING ALOUD... I’VE 
BEEN WANTING TO EXCHANGE IDEAS WITH YOU 
ABOUT ALL THIS FOR A LONG TIME. ONE QUESTION 
IN PARTICULAR SPRINGS TO MIND: DID MARCEL 
AIRAUD ENTER THE HOUSE AT THE SAME TIME AS 
THE DOCTOR?” 

“ARE YOU ASKING ME?” 

“NO, OF COURSE NOT! HOW COULD YOU 
POSSIBLY’KNOW? HE MAY HAVE COME IN WITH HIM 
IN ORDER TO TAKE PART IN THE CONSULTATION. ON 
THE OTHER HAND, HE MAY SIMPLY HAVE LOOKED 
IN BRIEFLY TO PREPARE YOUR SISTER FOR THE 
DOCTOR’S VISIT. AFTER ALL, SHE WAS RATIONAL 
ENOUGH MOST OF THE TIME. YOU SEE, MY DEAR 
BOY, WE HAVE TO CONSIDER ALL THE VARIOUS 
ALTERNATIVES. 

“IF AIRAUD AND JANIN ARRIVED TOGETHER, IT’S 
NOT INCONCEIVABLE THAT THEY MAY HAVE HAD 
WORDS. SUPPOSING, FOR INSTANCE, THAT JANIN 
SAYS TO HIM: 



“ ‘YOU CAN’T POSSIBLY MARRY THIS GIRL.’ 

“HE LOVES HER. HE HAS ASKED FOR ADVICE, BUT, 
WHO KNOWS? WHEN HE ACTUALLY LEARNS THE 
TRUTH... 

“THERE IS ALSO THE POSSIBILITY THAT YOUR 
SISTER HERSELF MAY HAVE...” 

“ARE YOU SUGGESTING THAT MY SISTER WOULD 
BE CAPABLE... ?” 

“CALM DOWN! I REPEAT, I’M JUST THINKING 
ALOUD. EVERY POSSIBILITY HAS TO BE TAKEN INTO 
ACCOUNT. JANIN EXAMINES HER, AND ASKS HER A 
GREAT MANY SEARCHING, PERHAPS EVEN 
INDISCREET QUESTIONS, SUCH AS EVERY DOCTOR 
FEELS HE HAS THE RIGHT TO ASK... 

“ALL THIS, PLUS FEAR THAT THE DOCTOR MIGHT 
PERSUADE MARCEL NOT TO MARRY HER, BRINGS 
ON AN ATTACK... ” 

PHEW! HE COULD FEEL THAT HIS CHEEKS WERE 
FLUSHED AND HIS EYES FEVERISH. 

“WHICH IS WHY IT WOULD BE INTERESTING TO 
KNOW WHETHER MARCEL WAS IN THE HOUSE OR 
WAITING OUTSIDE. NATURALLY, THE FACT OF HIS 
HAVING BOLTED TELLS AGAINST HIM. IT’S NOT THE 
WAY YOU’D EXPECT ANYONE TO BEHAVE WHO HAD 
NOTHING TO HIDE... UNLESS...” 

HE PAUSED, APPARENTLY DEEP IN THOUGHT, 
THEN, ONCE AGAIN, HE THUMPED THE YOUNG MAN 
ON THE BACK. 

“YES, INDEED... HE’LL HAVE A LOT TO ANSWER 
FOR, WHEN WE CATCH HIM... LET’S SUPPOSE HE 
STAYED OUTSIDE. HE WAITS. HIS FRIEND DOES NOT 
RETURN. MUCH LATER, HE SCALES THE WALL, 
CLIMBS INTO THE FRUIT LOFT, AND FINDS THE 
DOCTOR’S BODY. HE JUMPS TO THE CONCLUSION 
THAT LISE HAS KILLED HIM... 



“INQUIRIES ARE STARTED. HE IS AFRAID THAT 
SUSPICION WILL FALL ON HER. HE LOVES HER. 
THEREFORE, IN ORDER TO DIVERT SUSPICION FROM 
HIS FUTURE WIFE, HE PRETENDS TO RUN AWAY... 

“IT’S ONE WAY OF GAINING TIME, IN THE HOPE 
THAT THE CASE MAY ULTIMATELY BE SHELVED. 
WHAT DO YOU SAY?” 

“I HAVE NOTHING TO SAY.” 

“OBVIOUSLY, YOU HAVE NO IDEA WHERE MARCEL 
COULD POSSIBLY BE HIDING... NO, WAIT, DON’T 
ANSWER NOW... YOU WERE ONCE HIS FRIEND. HE 
WAS ABOUT TO BECOME YOUR BROTHER-IN-LAW. 

NO ONE COULD BLAME YOU FOR BEING RELUCTANT 
TO HAND HIM OVER TO THE LAW. AS I SAY, FROM 
THE POINT OF VIEW OF COMMON HUMANITY, NO 
ONE COULD BLAME YOU; THOUGH, OF COURSE, 
SPEAKING FROM THE POLICE POINT OF VIEW, YOU 
WOULD BE COMMITTING AN OFFENSE. DO YOU 
UNDERSTAND? LET US SUPPOSE THAT YOU SAW 
MARCEL AFTER HE WENT INTO HIDING, BUT DID 
NOT REPORT THE FACT—IT’S MERELY A 
SUPPOSITION... HE MAY JUST AS EASILY STILL BE 
ON THE RUN—IT WOULD BE DIFFICULT NOT TO 
DRAW CERTAIN CONCLUSIONS.” 

“WHAT CONCLUSIONS?” ASKED ALBERT SLOWLY, 
UNCROSSING HIS LEGS AND RECROSSING THEM THE 
OTHER WAY. AND, AS HE DID SO, THE ASH FELL 
FROM HIS CIGARETTE ONTO HIS JACKET. 

“IT MIGHT BE CONCLUDED, FOR INSTANCE, THAT 
YOU, TOO, WERE ANXIOUS TO SHIELD YOUR 
SISTER... YOU SAY YOU HAD BEEN ON THE 
LANDING FOR FIVE OR TEN MINUTES, BUT WE HAVE 
ONLY YOUR WORD FOR THAT. YOU DIDN’T SET FOOT 
IN THE BAR THAT NIGHT, DID YOU?” 

“NOT AFTER NINE O’CLOCK.” 

“YOU UNDOUBTEDLY POSSESS A KEY TO YOUR 
SISTER’S BEDROOM. YOU ADMITTED AS MUCH 



YOURSELF, WHEN YOU SAID THAT YOU HAD KEPT 
YOUR FRONT-DOOR KEY IN ORDER TO BE ABLE TO 
VISIT HER. THE FRONT-DOOR KEY WOULD HAVE 
SERVED NO PURPOSE IF, WHEN YOU GOT INSIDE... 
BUT I ASSUME YOU MUST HAVE MISLAID THIS 
SECOND KEY, SINCE, ON THE NIGHT IN QUESTION, 
YOU BROKE OPEN THE DOOR WITH YOUR 
SHOULDER, AS I SAW FOR MYSELF. ON THE OTHER 
HAND, PERHAPS YOU FORGOT ABOUT THE KEY IN 
THE HEAT OF THE MOMENT. OR WERE YOU TRYING 
TO PUT ME OFF THE SCENT?” 

SILENCE. THE YOUNG MAN, STARING DOWN AT 
THE DUSTY FLOOR, SEEMED DEEP IN THOUGHT. AT 
LENGTH, HAVING COME TO A DECISION, HE LOOKED 
UP. 


“IS THIS AN OFFICIAL INTERROGATION?” 

“IT’S WHATEVER YOU WANT IT TO BE.” 

“DO I HAVE TO ANSWER?” 

“NO.” 

“IN THAT CASE, I HAVE NOTHING TO SAY.” 

AND HE STUBBED OUT HIS CIGARETTE ON THE 
SOLE OF HIS BOOT. 

MAIGRET WANDERED AROUND THE ROOM A 
COUPLE OF TIMES, PICKED UP THE WINE BOTTLE, 
ONLY TO FIND THAT IT WAS EMPTY, AND BEGAN 
TURNING THE HANDLE OF THE TELEPHONE. 

“OH, GOOD. YOU’RE STILL UP, MADEMOISELLE... 
WOULD YOU PUT ME THROUGH TO THE HOTEL DU 
PORT?... THANKS... HELLO, IS THAT YOU, 

THERESE?... GET ME INSPECTOR MEJAT, THERE’S A 
GOOD GIRL... MEJAT... LISTEN, DEAR BOY... I WANT 
YOU TO GO TO ALBERT FORLACROIX’S PLACE... 

“AT THE END OF THE BACK YARD YOU’LL FIND A 
SORT OF SHED. THERE’S A MAN IN THERE ASLEEP 
ON A MATTRESS... NO, I DON’T THINK HE’S 
DANGEROUS... BE CAREFUL, JUST THE SAME... YES, 



YOU’D BETTER HANDCUFF HIM. YOU MIGHT AS 
WELL BE ON THE SAFE SIDE. AND BRING HIM HERE 
TO ME... THAT’S RIGHT... FORLACROIX... HE WON’T 
OBJECT, NO... HE’S RIGHT HERE. I HAVE HIS 
CONSENT.” 

MAIGRET HUNG UP WITH A SMILE. 

“INSPECTOR MEJAT WAS AFRAID THAT YOU 
MIGHT COMPLAIN ABOUT UNLAWFUL ENTRY... OF 
COURSE, WE HAVE NO RIGHT, ESPECIALLY IN THE 
MIDDLE OF THE NIGHT, AND WITHOUT A 
WARRANT... CIGARETTE? NO HARD FEELINGS, I 
TRUST? IF I WERE MAKING THE ARREST, I DOUBT IF I 
WOULD BE ABLE TO RESIST HELPING MYSELF TO 
ONE OF THOSE DELICIOUS-LOOKING SAUSAGES 
YOU HAVE HANGING OVER THE FIREPLACE... ” 

THEN, VERY KINDLY: 

“WHEN WAS IT YOU SLAUGHTERED THE PIG?” 


10: Detective Didine 


DURING THE NEXT FEW MINUTES, MAIGRET 
BEHAVED AS IF HE HAD FORGOTTEN HIS 
COMPANION. FIRST, HE TOOK HIS WATCH OUT OF HIS 
POCKET, WOUND IT SLOWLY AND DELIBERATELY, 
DETACHED IT FROM ITS CHAIN, AND LAID IT ON THE 
TABLE, WITH THE IMPLICATION THAT, FROM NOW 
ON, HE WOULD BE KEEPING A WATCHFUL EYE ON 
THE TIME. 

THEN HE WAITED. ALBERT FORLACROIX DID NOT 
STIR. HE DID NOT HEAVE A SIGH. YET HE MUST 
HAVE BEEN UNCOMFORTABLE ON THAT HARD 
LITTLE CHAIR. HE MUST SURELY HAVE BEEN 
REPRESSING A DESIRE TO FIDGET, OR PERHAPS 
SCRATCH HIS CHEEK OR HIS NOSE, OR CROSS AND 
UNCROSS HIS LEGS. BUT, BECAUSE MAIGRET WAS 
VISIBLY DISCIPLINING HIMSELF TO REMAIN 


ABSOLUTELY STILL, HE, TOO, WAS LIERCELY 
DETERMINED NOT TO MOVE A MUSCLE. 

THE CHIEF SUPERINTENDENT WAS OSTENSIBLY 
ABSORBED IN CONTEMPLATION OF THE STOVE, 

AND, FROM WHERE HE WAS SITTING, FORLACROIX 
COULD NOT SEE HIS FACE, AND SO WAS UNAWARE 
THAT HIS LIPS WERE TWITCHING IN A FLEETING, 
ALMOST MISCHIEVOUS SMILE. 

WELL, WHAT DID ALL THESE PLOYS AMOUNT TO? 
THEY WERE NO MORE THAN TRICKS OF THE TRADE, 
DESIGNED TO UNDERMINE A FELLOW’S 
CONFIDENCE. 

FOOTSTEPS OUTSIDE. WITH QUIET DELIBERATION, 
MAIGRET WENT ACROSS TO OPEN THE DOOR. 
MARCEL AIRAUD STOOD IN THE DOORWAY, 
WEARING HANDCUFFS. BESIDE HIM, PUFFED UP 
WITH SELF-IMPORTANCE, WAS MEJAT, HOLDING HIM 
BY THE WRIST. THEY WERE FOLLOWED BY A 
POLICEMAN, DIMLY TO BE DISCERNED IN THE 
SHADOWS. 

AIRAUD DID NOT APPEAR DISTRESSED. HE WAS 
BLINKING, BUT ONLY BECAUSE HE WAS DAZZLED 
BY THE LIGHT. HE REMAINED STANDING, WHEREAS 
FORLACROIX MADE NO ATTEMPT TO LEAVE HIS 
SEAT. 

“TAKE THIS ONE NEXT DOOR, WILL YOU?” SAID 
MAIGRET TO THE INSPECTOR, POINTING TO ALBERT. 

“NEXT DOOR” WAS THE BALLROOM, WITH ITS 
WHITE WALLS, PAPER FESTOONS HANGING FROM 
THE CEILING, AND BENCHES ALONG THE WALLS 
FOR THE CHAPERONES. THE TWO ROOMS WERE 
DIVIDED BY A GLASS DOOR. 

“SIT DOWN, AIRAUD. ELL BE WITH YOU IN A 
MINUTE.” 

BUT THE YOUNG MAN CHOSE TO REMAIN 
STANDING. MAIGRET GAVE HIS ORDERS, 



INSTRUCTING THE POLICEMAN TO TAKE CHARGE OF 
FORLACROIX, AND SENDING MEJAT OUT TO FETCH 
SANDWICHES AND BEER. 

ALL THIS WAS DONE AS THOUGH IN SLOW 
MOTION. BOTH FORLACROIX AND AIRAUD MUST 
HAVE BEEN SOMEWHAT BAFFLED BY THE CHIEF 
SUPERINTENDENT’S MANNER OF GOING ABOUT 
THINGS. AND YET BOTH BY NOW MUST HAVE 
REALIZED THAT THEY WERE WELL AND TRULY 
TRAPPED. 

DID AIRAUD HAVE A SENSE OF HUMOR? IT 
CERTAINLY LOOKED LIKE IT. HE SEEMED NOT IN 
THE LEAST COWED BY THE CHIEF 
SUPERINTENDENT’S CRUSHING IMPERTURBABILITY. 
AS HE WATCHED ALL HIS COMINGS AND GOINGS, A 
FAINT SMILE PLAYED ABOUT HIS LIPS. 

ON THE OTHER SIDE OF THE GLASS DOOR, 
FORLACROIX WAS SITTING ON A BENCH, WITH HIS 
BACK AGAINST THE WALL, AND HIS LEGS 
STRETCHED OUT. THE POLICEMAN, TAKING HIS 
DUTIES VERY SERIOUSLY, WAS SITTING OPPOSITE, 
HIS GAZE FIXED UNWAVERINGLY ON HIS FACE. 

“HOW LONG HAVE YOU BEEN IN HIDING AT YOUR 
FRIEND ALBERT’S PLACE?” MAIGRET ASKED 
ABRUPTLY, STARING INTO SPACE. 

THE SOUND OF HIS OWN VOICE HAD AN 
IMMEDIATE AND CURIOUS EFFECT UPON MAIGRET. 
IT PERSUADED HIM THAT HE WAS WASTING HIS 
TIME. HE PAUSED FOR A MOMENT, THEN TURNED TO 
THE PRISONER. 

“AM I UNDER ARREST?” ASKED THE YOUNG MAN, 
GLANCING DOWN AT THE HANDCUFFS. 

“I HAVE HERE A WARRANT FOR YOUR ARREST, 
SIGNED BY THE EXAMINING MAGISTRATE.” 

“IN THAT CASE I REFUSE TO BE QUESTIONED 
EXCEPT BY THE EXAMINING MAGISTRATE, IN THE 



PRESENCE OF MY LAWYER.” 

MAIGRET, NOT IN THE LEAST SURPRISED, LOOKED 
HIM UP AND DOWN. 

THERE WAS A KNOCK AT THE DOOR. 

“COME IN!” CALLED OUT MAIGRET, AND MEJAT 
APPEARED WITH AN ARMFUL OF SMALL PACKAGES. 

AS HE WAS LAYING OUT THE FOOD ON THE TABLE 
—PATE, HAM, BREAD, AND SMALL CANS OF BEER— 
MEJAT ATTEMPTED TO WHISPER SOMETHING IN 
MAIGRET’S EAR. 

“SPEAK UP!” ORDERED MAIGRET GRUMPILY. 

“I WAS TRYING TO TELL YOU THAT THERESE IS 
OUTSIDE IN THE FORECOURT... I FANCY SHE KNOWS 
SOMETHING IS GOING ON... AS SOON AS SHE SAW 
ME, SHE ASKED ME IF HE’D BEEN ARRESTED.” 

MAIGRET SHRUGGED, MADE HIMSELF A 
SANDWICH, POURED HIMSELF A GLASS OF BEER, 
AND ONCE AGAIN LOOKED AIRAUD UP AND DOWN. 
HE WAS BY NOW QUITE CERTAIN THAT HE WOULD 
GET NOWHERE BY PILING ON THE PRESSURE. 

“TAKE HIM NEXT DOOR, MEJAT. TELL THE 
POLICEMAN TO SEE THAT THEY DON’T TALK TO ONE 
ANOTHER... AS FOR YOU, I WANT YOU BACK IN 
HERE...” 

HE PACED UP AND DOWN. HE ATE. HE GRUMBLED 
TO HIMSELF. HE HUNCHED HIS SHOULDERS. EVERY 
TIME HE PASSED THE DOOR, HE COULD SEE THEM 
SITTING ON THEIR BENCH IN THE SPACIOUS WHITE 
ROOM, AND THE POLICEMAN, WITH KNITTED 
BROWS, KEEPING A SHARP EYE ON THEM. 

“HOW GOES IT, CHIEF?” ASKED MEJAT AS HE 
CAME BACK INTO THE ROOM. 

THE CHIEF SUPERINTENDENT SILENCED HIM WITH 
A LOOK. HE WAS STILL UNFAMILIAR WITH 



MAIGRET’S WAYS. HE DID NOT KNOW HOW TO 
BEHAVE. 

MAIGRET JUST WENT ON EATING, STUFFING 
UNWIELDY LUMPS OF FOOD INTO HIS MOUTH, AND, 
CHEWING AWAY, STUMPED ACROSS TO THE DOOR 
AND STOOD GAZING AT HIS TWO CAGED BEASTS 
THROUGH THE GLASS. 

SUDDENLY HE SWUNG AROUND. 

“GO AND FETCH DIDINE HERE.” 

“I WON’T HAVE FAR TO GO. WHEN I CAME IN JUST 
NOW, SHE WAS KEEPING WATCH ONLY ABOUT TEN 
YARDS AWAY.” 

“BRING HER IN.” 

“WHAT ABOUT THERESE?” 

“DID I SAY.ANYTHING ABOUT THERESE?” 

IT WAS NOT LONG BEFORE THE LITTLE OLD 
WOMAN COULD BE SEEN HURRYING ACROSS THE 
BALLROOM, PAUSING ONLY TO GAZE WITH 
UNDISGUISED SATISFACTION AT THE TWO YOUNG 
MEN. SHE SEEMED ESPECIALLY ENCHANTED BY THE 
SIGHT OF MARCEL AIRAUD’S GLINTING 
HANDCUFFS. 

“COME IN, DIDINE. I NEED YOUR HELP.” 

“WELL, YOU FINALLY CAUGHT UP WITH THAT 
FELLOW, I SEE...” 

“TAKE A SEAT, DIDINE. I WON’T OFFER YOU A 
BEER... OR WOULD YOU CARE FOR A GLASS?” 

“I DON’T LIKE BEER... SO YOU’VE ARRESTED HIM 
AT LONG LAST.” 

“LISTEN CAREFULLY, DIDINE. TAKE YOUR TIME 
ABOUT ANSWERING. IT’S VERY IMPORTANT... FOR 
HEAVEN’S SAKE, MEJAT, SIT DOWN OR TAKE 
YOURSELF FOR A WALK, OR SOMETHING, BUT DO 
STOP GAWPING AT ME LIKE AN IDIOT... NOW, 



DIDINE... SUPPOSE SOMEONE WERE TO ANNOUNCE 
TO YOU, IN THE MIDDLE OF THE AFTERNOON, THAT 
THEY INTENDED COMING TO DINNER WITH YOU 
THAT NIGHT... SOMEONE FROM THE TOWN... WHAT 
WOULD YOU DO?” 

ANYONE NOT FAMILIAR WITH DIDINE’S 
CHARACTER MIGHT HAVE EXPECTED HER TO GIVE 
A START OF SURPRISE AT SUCH AN UNEXPECTED 
QUESTION. BUT THIS WAS FAR FROM BEING HER 
REACTION. ON THE CONTRARY, SHE BECAME VERY 
QUIET, AND HER FEATURES SEEMED TO SHARPEN 
WITH THE EFFORT OF CONCENTRATION. MAIGRET 
NEED NOT HAVE TROUBLED HIMSELF TO URGE HER 
TO TAKE HER TIME. SHE WOULD HAVE DONE SO IN 
ANY CASE. 

“WHAT SORT OF PERSON?” SHE ASKED. 

“A PERSON OF SOME STANDING.” 

“AND IT WOULD BE SPRUNG ON ME IN THE 
MIDDLE OF THE AFTERNOON? WHAT TIME, 
EXACTLY?” 

“LET’S SAY BETWEEN HALF PAST FOUR AND 
FIVE.” 

THE THREE MEN ON THE OTHER SIDE OF THE 
GLASS DOOR, AIRAUD, FORLACROIX, AND THE 
POLICEMAN, WERE ALL LOOKING IN AT THEM, BUT 
THEY WERE NOW SITUATED AS MAIGRET HAD BEEN 
EARLIER IN THE DAY. THEY COULD SEE THE 
SPEAKERS’ LIPS MOVING, BUT COULD HEAR ONLY A 
CONFUSED MURMUR OF VOICES. 

“I DON’T KNOW IF YOU HAVE QUITE GOT MY 
DRIFT. YOU ARE FAMILIAR WITH THE DAILY HABITS 
OF ALL THE PEOPLE HEREABOUTS, AND YOU KNOW 
WHAT SUPPLIES ARE AVAILABLE IN L’AIGUILLON. 
WHO BETTER THAN YOU TO TELL ME WHERE ONE 
WOULD GO FOR FOOD AT ANY PARTICULAR HOUR 
OF THE DAY?” 



“IT WOULD BE TOO LATE TO KILL A CHICKEN. IT 
WOULDN’T BE TENDER IN TIME,” SHE MURMURED, 
AS IF TO HERSELF. “NOT TO MENTION THE TIME IT 
TAKES TO DRAW AND PLUCK IT... HAD YOU ANY 
PARTICULAR DAY OF THE WEEK IN MIND, CHIEF 
SUPERINTENDENT?” 

MEJAT LOOKED ABSOLUTELY DUMBFOUNDED. AS 
TO MAIGRET, HE DID NOT PERMIT HIMSELF SO 
MUCH AS A GHOST OF A SMILE. 

“A TUESDAY.” 

“AH! I THINK I SEE WHAT YOU’RE GETTING AT... 
YOU’RE THINKING OF THAT PARTICULAR TUESDAY, 
AREN’T YOU? YOU’D THINK IT WAS DONE ON 
PURPOSE TO MAKE THINGS DIFFICULT... I 
REMARKED ON THE FACT TO MY HUSBAND. I SAID 
TO HIM THE MAN MUST HAVE GOT A MEAL 
SOMEWHERE... NOW, HE DIDN’T DINE AT THE 
HOTEL, OR AT THE JUDGE’S HOUSE...” 

“YOU HAVEN’T ANSWERED MY QUESTION, 

DIDINE. IF IT HAD BEEN YOU, WHAT WOULD YOU 
HAVE GIVEN HIM ON A TUESDAY?” 

“NOT MEAT... HERE IN THE VILLAGE, MONDAY IS 
SLAUGHTER DAY. THE MEAT IS TOO FRESH TO EAT 
ON TUESDAY. IT WOULD BE VERY TOUGH... JUST A 
MINUTE, THOUGH! WHAT WAS THE STATE OF THE 
TIDE ON THAT TUESDAY? HIGH TIDE WOULD HAVE 
BEEN ABOUT EIGHT AT NIGHT, WOULDN’T IT?... SO 
POLYTE WOULD HAVE BEEN AT HOME... IN THAT 
CASE, IF IT HAD BEEN ME, I WOULD HAVE NIPPED 
ACROSS TO POLYTE’S PLACE. HE ALWAYS GOES OUT 
WITH HIS NETS ON THE MORNING TIDE. SO HE 
WOULD HAVE BEEN HOME BY MIDDAY... IF HE HAD 
A NICE BIG FISH...” 

“WHERE DOES POLYTE LIVE?” 

“HE WON’T BE HOME NOW... HE’LL BE AT THE 
BAR... NOT THE HOTEL DU PORT; THE ONE 
OPPOSITE.” 



“YOU HEAR THAT, MEJAT?” 

MEJAT DID NOT NEED TO BE TOLD. HE WENT OUT. 
THE OLD WOMAN WENT ON. 

“WHEN POLYTE HAS A COUPLE OF GOOD SOLE OR 
A PLUMP SAINT-PIERRE, YOU HAVE A FIRST COURSE 
FIT FOR ANYONE. AND PROVIDED THERE’S A BITE 
OF HAM IN THE HOUSE... BUT... HOLD ON, CHIEF 
SUPERINTENDENT... POLYTE ISN’T THE ONLY ONE 

-IF YOU HAPPEN TO LIKE PLOVERS, THERE’S 

ALWAYS OLD PERE ROUILLON, WHO GOES OUT 
WITH HIS GUN EVERY MORNING...” 

THE THREE MEN WERE STILL THERE ON THE 
OTHER SIDE OF THE GLASS DOOR. FORLACROIX’S 
EXPRESSION WAS SOMBER. AIRAUD, IN SPITE OF HIS 
HANDCUFFS, WAS PUFFING AT A CIGARETTE, HIS 
EYES SCREWED UP ON ACCOUNT OF THE SMOKE. 

“ONLY, TO COOK PLOVERS, YOU NEED...” 

MEJAT STRODE ACROSS THE BALLROOM, 
ACCOMPANIED BY A SCRAGGY FISHERMAN WITH A 
POINTED NOSE AND A BRICK-RED COMPLEXION. ON 
SEEING AIRAUD, THE MAN STOPPED, AND STARED 
AT HIM IN AMAZEMENT. 

“WELL! ELL BE DAMNED! SO YOU’RE BACK, ARE 
YOU?” 

“COME IN HERE, WILL YOU?” INTERPOSED 
MAIGRET. “IS YOUR NAME POLYTE?” 

THE FISHERMAN PEERED UNEASILY AT THE OLD 
WOMAN. WHAT ON EARTH COULD SHE HAVE BEEN 
SAYING ABOUT HIM TO CAUSE HIM TO BE SENT FOR 
LIKE THIS? 

“WELL NOW, POLYTE... DO YOU REMEMBER LAST 
TUESDAY?” 

“TUESDAY?” HE REPEATED, LOOKING 
COMPLETELY AT SEA. 



“THE DAY OF THE FAIR AT SAINT-MICHEL,” 
PROMPTED DIDINE. “THE DAY WHEN THERE WAS A 
HIGH TIDE OF THREE FOOT SIX.” 

“WHAT ABOUT IT? WHAT AM I SUPPOSED TO HAVE 
DONE THAT DAY?” 

“ONE THING’S FOR SURE: YOU SPENT MOST OF IT 
TIPPLING AS USUAL,” MURMURED DIDINE, UNABLE 
TO RESIST THE TEMPTATION TO PUT HER OAR IN 
AGAIN. 

“WHERE WERE YOU THAT AFTERNOON?” 

IT WAS DIDINE, EVER ALERT, WHO REPLIED: 

“IN THE BAR, WHERE ELSE? HE’D SET UP A BED 
THERE IF HE COULD. ISN’T THAT SO, POLYTE?” 

“WHAT I WOULD LIKE TO KNOW IS WHETHER 
ANYONE CAME TO SEE YOU THAT AFTERNOON, 
WANTING TO BUY SOMETHING SPECIAL IN THE FISH 
LINE.” 

FORLACROIX SAT WATCHFUL AND GLOOMY IN 
THE NEXT ROOM. POLYTE REFLECTED, THEN 
TURNED TO DIDINE AS IF SEEKING GUIDANCE. 

“THE DAY WHEN THERE WAS A HIGH TIDE OF 
THREE FOOT SIX? YOU DON’T HAPPEN TO 
REMEMBER, DO YOU?” HE ASKED WITH DISARMING 
CANDOR. 

THEN SUDDENLY HE SWUNG AROUND TO FACE 
THE GLASS DOOR AND CLAPPED HIS HAND TO HIS 
FOREHEAD, WHEREUPON DIDINE’S FACE LIT UP 
WITH A TRIUMPHANT SMILE. 

“IT WAS ALBERT WHO CAME!” HE EXCLAIMED. “I 
REMEMBER HE WAS IN A GREAT HURRY. I WAS 
PLAYING CARDS WITH DEVEAUD AND FRAIGNE. ‘I 
WON’T KEEP YOU A MOMENT,’ I SAID. THEN, SEEING 
THAT HE WAS GETTING IMPATIENT, I TOLD HIM HE 
COULD HELP HIMSELF TO SOLE FROM THE BOAT.” 


“HOW MANY SOLE?” 



“I DON’T EVEN KNOW HOW MANY HE TOOK. I 
TOLD HIM TO HELP HIMSELF... WE HAVEN’T 
SETTLED UP FOR THEM YET.” 

“THAT’S ALL I WANT TO KNOW. YOU MAY GO 
NOW... OH, BY THE WAY, DIDINE, WHERE DOES 
ALBERT FORLACROIX’S HOUSEKEEPER LIVE?” 

“AS IT HAPPENS, SHE’S HIS DAUGHTER.” 

“POLYTE’S?” 

“YES. BUT SHE DOESN’T LIVE WITH HER FATHER. 
IF YOU WANT TO SEE HER, YOU’LL HAVE TO BE 
QUICK ABOUT IT, BECAUSE SHE TURNS IN VERY 
EARLY. ESPECIALLY NOW, WHEN, JUST FOR A 
CHANGE, SHE’S IN THE FAMILY WAY. SHE HAS ONE A 
YEAR. SHE’S GOT QUITE A LITTLE COLONY... ” 

“MEJAT! GO AND GET HER, WILL YOU? BUT DON’T 
HUSTLE HER, MIND.” 

HIS PULSE WAS BEGINNING TO RACE. POLYTE 
STOOD HESITATING FOR A MOMENT IN THE 
DOORWAY, WAITING FOR PERMISSION TO LEAVE, 
THEN HE WENT OFF WITH THE INSPECTOR TO SHOW 
HIM THE WAY TO HIS DAUGHTER’S COTTAGE. 

“IT’S A WONDER THE MEN AREN’T PUT OFF BY 
HER. WAIT TILL YOU SEE HER! AND I BET SHE’LL 
HAVE CLEANED HERSELF UP A BIT BEFORE COMING 
HERE. AS FOR ME, IF I HAD TO EAT ANYTHING 
TOUCHED BY HER...” 

SHE SAW TO HER SURPRISE THAT THE CHIEF 
SUPERINTENDENT WAS STANDING MOTIONLESS IN 
THE MIDDLE OF THE ROOM, SEEMINGLY DEAF AND 
BLIND TO EVERYTHING AROUND HIM. HE HAD JUST 
BEEN STRUCK BY A THOUGHT. ABRUPTLY, HE 
STRODE ACROSS THE ROOM AND SEIZED THE 
TELEPHONE. 

“I HOPE I DIDN’T GET YOU OUT OF BED, 
MADEMOISELLE?... GET ME THE ALBERT PREMIER 
NURSING HOME IN LA ROCHE-SUR-YON, WILL YOU, 



PLEASE? THE NUMBER IS FOUR ONE. KEEP ON 
RINGING UNTIL THEY ANSWER. THERE MUST BE AT 
LEAST ONE NIGHT NURSE ON DUTY... YES, 
THANKS...” 

HE HAD FORGOTTEN DIDINE, WHEN HE HEARD 
HER ASK, IN HER USUAL QUIET WAY: 

“DO YOU THINK MARCEL IS THE ONE? IF YOU 
WANT MY OPINION, KNOWING BOTH OF THEM AS I 
DO...” 

“QUIET!” HE BARKED, SOUNDING LIKE A MAN IN A 
TEMPER. 

HE COULD NOT TAKE HIS EYES OFF THE 
TELEPHONE. FOR HOURS, FOR DAYS NOW, HE HAD 
BEEN SEARCHING... 

“HELLO. IS THAT THE ALBERT PREMIER NURSING 
HOME?... WHO IS SPEAKING?... TELL ME, 
MADEMOISELLE, IS THE SUPERINTENDENT STILL 
THERE?... HE’S AT HOME, YOU SAY?... COULD YOU 
TRANSFER ME TO HIS NUMBER?... 

HIS CHEEKS WERE FLUSHED, AND HE WAS 
CHEWING ON THE STEM OF HIS PIPE. HE GAZED 
ABSTRACTEDLY AT DIDINE, AS IF HE DID NOT KNOW 
WHO SHE WAS. 

“HELLO. IS THAT YOU, DOCTOR?... DID I DISTURB 
YOUR DINNER?... I’M SO SORRY... CHIEF 
SUPERINTENDENT MAIGRET, YES ... I JUST WANTED 
TO ASK YOU... YOU HAVE EXAMINED HER, OF 
COURSE?... WHAT’S THAT?... HER CONDITION IS 
WORSE THAN YOU HAD THOUGHT?... BUT IT’S NOT 
ABOUT THAT I’M CALLING YOU. I WANTED TO ASK 
YOU IF YOU’D FOUND ANYTHING YOU WEREN’T 
EXPECTING... YES... WHAT?... ARE YOU 
ABSOLUTELY SURE?... THREE MONTHS?... THANKS, 
DOCTOR... YES, OF COURSE, I WILL AWAIT YOUR 
OFFICIAL REPORT... HAS SHE SETTLED DOWN ALL 
RIGHT? ... THANKS... AND, ONCE AGAIN, MY 
APOLOGIES FOR HAVING DISTURBED YOU.” 



HIS NERVES WERE ON EDGE. WHEN HE REALIZED 
THAT DIDINE WAS STILL SITTING THERE, IN HER 
CHAIR, HE SAID: 

“NOW THEN, DIDINE, RUN ALONG HOME, THERE’S 

A GOOD SOUL.YOU HAVE BEEN MOST HELPFUL, 

BUT I DON’T NEED YOU ANY MORE FOR THE 
PRESENT.” 

WITH GREAT RELUCTANCE, SHE STOOD UP, BUT 
SHE WAS NOT QUITE READY TO LEAVE YET. 

“I BET I CAN GUESS WHAT HE TOLD YOU.” 

“GOOD FOR YOU! NOW BE OFF WITH YOU... IF 
YOU REALLY FEEL YOU MUST, YOU CAN WAIT IN 
THE NEXT ROOM, BUT...” 

“SHE’S PREGNANT, ISN’T SHE?” 

HE COULD SCARCELY BELIEVE HIS EARS. HER 
PERSPICACITY WAS REALLY ALMOST FRIGHTENING. 

“I HAVEN’T TIME TO TALK TO YOU NOW... GO! 
AND, ABOVE ALL, KEEP YOUR MOUTH SHUT!” 

HE OPENED THE DOOR. JUST AS HE WAS ABOUT 
TO SHUT IT AGAIN, MEJAT REAPPEARED, 
ACCOMPANIED BY A YOUNG WOMAN WITH FILTHY 
HAIR HANGING DOWN TO HER SHOULDERS. 

“SHE DIDN’T WANT TO COME AT FIRST, BECAUSE 
SHE WAS GETTING READY FOR BED.” 

AT THIS POINT, THERE WAS A SLIGHT STIR IN THE 
ROOM BEYOND. AT THE SIGHT OF HIS 
HOUSEKEEPER, FORLACROIX HAD HALF RISEN 
FROM HIS BENCH, AS IF ABOUT TO INTERVENE. BUT 
UNFORTUNATELY THE POLICEMAN LAID A 
RESTRAINING HAND ON HIS ARM. THIS WAS 
ENOUGH TO RECALL TO HIM WHERE HE WAS, AND 
HE RESUMED HIS SEAT. 

“GOOD! COME IN HERE A MINUTE... I JUST WANT 
TO ASK YOU A COUPLE OF QUESTIONS... WHAT 




TIME DO YOU FINISH WORK AT ALBERT 
FORLACROIX’S?” 

“IT VARIES. SOMETIMES IT’S THREE O’CLOCK, 
SOMETIMES FOUR.” 

“DO YOU GET HIS EVENING MEAL READY FOR 
HIM?” 

“I DON’T DO ANY MEALS FOR HIM. HE DOES HIS 
OWN COOKING. HE LIKES COOKING.” 

SHE SOUNDED SARCASTIC AND SOMEWHAT 
CONTEMPTUOUS. 

“YOU DO HIS WASHING UP, I PRESUME?” 

“OH, YES, I DO THE DIRTY WORK; THAT’S ALL I’M 
FIT FOR... AND THERE’S PLENTY OF DIRTY WORK TO 
BE DONE IN THAT HOUSE! WHEN A MAN IS SPRUCED 
UP TO GO OUT, THAT’S ONE THING, BUT WHEN IT 
COMES TO CLEANING THE HOUSE...” 

“DOES HE ENTERTAIN MUCH?” 

“WHO?” 

“YOUR EMPLOYER?” 

“NEVER. WHO IS THERE FOR HIM TO ENTERTAIN?” 

“WAS THERE EVER AN OCCASION WHEN YOU 
FOUND MORE WASHING UP THAN USUAL WAITING 
FOR YOU WHEN YOU ARRIVED IN THE MORNING?” 

“AS A MATTER OF FACT, I DID, ONE DAY LAST 
WEEK!” 

“WOULD THAT HAVE BEEN ON WEDNESDAY?” 

“IT MIGHT HAVE BEEN WEDNESDAY... AND THERE 
WAS ASH ALL OVER THE PLACE. SOMEONE HAD 
BEEN SMOKING CIGARS.” 

“YOU DON’T HAPPEN TO KNOW WHO HIS 
VISITORS WERE?” 

SHE TURNED TOWARD THE GLASS DOOR AND, 
CLASPING HER STOMACH WITH BOTH HANDS, 



RETORTED WITHOUT MALICE: 

“WHY DON’T YOU ASK HIM?” 

“THANK YOU. YOU MAY GO HOME TO BED NOW.” 

“IS HE THE ONE WHO DID IT?” 

SHE WAS NEITHER SHOCKED NOR ALARMED AT 
THE THOUGHT. INDEED, SHE WAS NOT EVEN 
PARTICULARLY CURIOUS, AS HER NEXT WORDS 
SHOWED. 

“I ONLY ASK BECAUSE I WANT TO KNOW 
WHETHER I’M EXPECTED TO GO TO WORK AS 
USUAL TOMORROW.” 

VOICES COULD BE HEARD IN THE STREET, 

BEYOND THE GATE OF THE TOWN HALL. WORD HAD 
GOT AROUND THAT SOMETHING WAS AFOOT. A 
SMALL CROWD HAD GATHERED. ALL EYES WERE 
TURNED TOWARD THE CREAM-COLORED BLINDS, 
ACROSS WHICH SHADOWS MOVED FROM TIME TO 
TIME, ESPECIALLY THE BULKY SHADOW OF 
MAIGRET, AND OF HIS PIPE, WHICH, SEEN FROM A 
PARTICULAR ANGLE, APPEARED GREATLY 
MAGNIFIED, SO THAT THE BOWL SEEMED ALMOST 
AS LARGE AS HIS HEAD. 

“I THINK THEY’VE ARRESTED THE PAIR OF THEM!” 
ANNOUNCED POLYTE’S DAUGHTER, IN REPLY TO 
EAGER QUESTIONING, WHEN SHE EMERGED FROM 
THE TOWN HALL. 

SHE WAS DROPPING WITH SLEEP, AND IT WAS NOT 
LONG BEFORE HER CLOGS COULD BE HEARD 
RECEDING INTO THE DISTANCE ON THE ICY 
COBBLESTONES. THE DOOR OPENED. MEJAT PEERED 
OUT INTO THE DARKNESS, TRYING TO IDENTIFY THE 
FACES IN THE STREET. 

“IS THERESE STILL THERE?” HE ASKED. 

A SHADOWY FIGURE MOVED FORWARD INTO THE 
LIGHT. 



“I’M HERE. WHAT IS IT?” 

“COME INSIDE. THE CHIEF SUPERINTENDENT 
WANTS A WORD WITH YOU.” 

SHE GLANCED AT MARCEL IN PASSING, BUT DID 
NOT UTTER A WORD. 

“COME IN, THERESE. THERE’S NOTHING TO BE 
AFRAID OF. THERE’S JUST ONE THING I WANTED TO 
ASK YOU... DID YOU KNOW THAT LISE FORLACROIX 
WAS PREGNANT?” 

ABRUPTLY SHE SWUNG AROUND TO FACE THE 
GLASS DOOR, AS IF ABOUT TO HURL HERSELF UPON 
AIRAUD, WHO LOOKED UTTERLY BEWILDERED, 
HAVING NOT THE LEAST IDEA OF WHAT WAS GOING 
ON. 

THEN, THINKING BETTER OF IT, SHE PROTESTED: 

“IT’S A LIE! YOU’RE JUST SCARING ME.” 

“I GIVE YOU MY WORD, THERESE, THAT LISE 
FORLACROIX IS THREE MONTHS PREGNANT.” 

“SO THAT’S WHY...” SHE MURMURED TO HERSELF. 

“WHY WHAT?” 

“WHY HE WANTED TO MARRY HER.” 

“SO YOU ADMIT THAT HE WANTED TO MARRY 
HER? BUT HE DIDN’T TELL YOU THE REASON, IS 
THAT IT? WELL, NOW YOU KNOW. YOU KNOW 
THAT...” 

“WELL, DIDN’T I HAVE A CHILD BY HIM? I’M 
EVERY BIT AS GOOD AS THE JUDGE’S DAUGHTER, 
AREN’T I? DID HE EVER OFFER TO MARRY ME?” 

IT MUST HAVE BEEN AN ODD EXPERIENCE, TO 
WATCH HER THROUGH THE GLASS DOOR. HER FURY 
WAS PLAIN TO SEE, BUT IT WOULD BE HARD TO 
GUESS WHAT HAD CAUSED IT. 

“COME TO THINK OF IT, ONLY THAT VERY 
NIGHT...” 



“YES? WHAT WAS IT YOU SAID TO HIM THAT 
NIGHT?” 

“I TOLD HIM THAT IF HE MARRIED HER I WOULD 
TURN UP AT THE CHURCH WITH MY SON AND MAKE 
A SCENE.” 

“LET’S GET THIS STRAIGHT. YOU SAW HIM THAT 
TUESDAY NIGHT, DID YOU? WHERE?” 

SHE HESITATED FOR AN INSTANT, THEN 
SHRUGGED. 

“IN THE STREET.” 

“WHAT TIME WAS THIS?” 

“JUST BEFORE MIDNIGHT, I THINK.” 

“ARE YOU SAYING YOU RAN INTO HIM ON THE 
STREET?” 

ONCE MORE SHE TURNED TOWARD THE GLASS 
DOOR, AND SAID VICIOUSLY: 

“ELL TELL YOU THE WHOLE STORY. WHO 
CARES?... I WAS GETTING READY FOR BED AROUND 
TEN, WHEN I SAW A LIGHT IN HER LADYSHIP’S 
BEDROOM... ” 

“ARE YOU SURE IT WAS HER BEDROOM, AND NOT 
THE FRUIT LOFT?” 

“IT WAS HER BEDROOM.” 

“YOU’RE QUITE SURE YOU KNOW WHICH IS 
WHICH?” 

SHE LAUGHED SARCASTICALLY. 

“OH, YES, I’M SURE... I’VE SPIED ON THE PAIR OF 
THEM OFTEN ENOUGH! I TRIED TO GET TO SLEEP, 
BUT I COULDN’T. SO I GOT UP AGAIN, AND DECIDED 
TO GO AND WAIT FOR HIM OUTSIDE.” 

“WHAT FOR?” 


“THE SAME AS USUAL,” SHE ADMITTED WEARILY. 



“DID YOU THREATEN HIM WITH ANYTHING 
WORSE THAN MAKING A SCENE IN THE CHURCH?” 

“I TOLD HIM I’D GO TO HIS HOUSE AND KILL 
MYSELF.” 

“AND WOULD YOU HAVE DONE THAT?” 

“I REALLY DON’T KNOW... I CREPT OUT WITHOUT 
MAKING A SOUND. IT WAS RAINING. SO HARD THAT 
I HAD TO PULL MY COAT UP OVER MY HEAD. I 
WONDERED IF I WOULD HAVE TO WAIT LONG... IF 
HE’D BEEN TOO LONG COMING, I THINK I MIGHT 
HAVE CLIMBED UP THERE MYSELF.” 

“WHAT HAPPENED THEN?” 

“I WALKED ABOUT, TALKING TO MYSELF, AS I 
OFTEN DO. I WASN’T LOOKING WHERE I WAS 
GOING... THE STREETS WERE DESERTED... 

THEN, SUDDENLY, I BUMPED INTO SOMEONE. IT 
WAS HIM. I WAS SO TAKEN ABACK, I CRIED OUT...” 

“WHERE WAS THIS?” 

“CLOSE TO THE WALL, AT THE BACK OF THE 
JUDGE’S HOUSE.” 

“WHAT WAS HE DOING? LEAVING THE HOUSE?” 

“NO. HE WASN’T DOING ANYTHING. HE SEEMED 
TO BE KEEPING WATCH. I ASKED HIM WHAT HE WAS 
WAITING FOR.” 

“WHAT DID HE SAY?” 

“NOTHING. HE GRABBED HOLD OF MY WRISTS 
AND TWISTED THEM. HE WAS FURIOUS. ‘IF EVER I 
CATCH YOU SPYING ON ME AGAIN,’ HE GROWLED, ‘I 
DON’T KNOW WHAT I’LL DO.’ ” 

“WHAT TIME WAS THIS?” 

“NOT FAR SHORT OF MIDNIGHT, AS I TOLD YOU. 
PERHAPS A LITTLE LATER...” 


“WAS THE LIGHT STILL ON IN THE BEDROOM?” 



“I DON’T KNOW. I COULDN’T SEE FROM THERE 
BECAUSE OF THE WALL. HE SHRIEKED AT ME, ‘GO 
BACK TO BED, YOU BITCH. DO YOU HEAR ME? AND 
IF EVER’... I’D NEVER SEEN HIM SO ANGRY.” 

ANOTHER GLANCE AT THE GLASS DOOR. IN THE 
BALLROOM BEYOND, AIRAUD SEEMED QUITE 
UNPERTURBED. THE POLICEMAN MUST HAVE GIVEN 
HIM ANOTHER CIGARETTE, SINCE HE WAS HOLDING 
ONE, VERY AWKWARDLY, ON ACCOUNT OF THE 
HANDCUFFS. 

“WOULD YOU MIND WAITING NEXT DOOR, 
THERESE? I MAY BE NEEDING YOU AGAIN.” 

HE SHUT THE DOOR BEHIND HER, AND THEN 
HEARD A VOICE. IT WAS MEJAT, SAYING: 

“HEY, CHIEF... IT SEEMS TOME...” 

“WHAT?” 

“IT SEEMS TO ME THAT... THAT...” 

POOR FELLOW! HE ONLY WANTED TO BE KIND, TO 
CONGRATULATE MAIGRET ON GETTING RESULTS. 
AND ALL HE GOT FOR HIS PAINS WAS A SAVAGE 
GLARE. 

“WELL? OUT WITH IT! SAY WHAT YOU HAVE TO 
SAY! MAYBE YOU CAN TELL ME HOW WE SET 
ABOUT GETTING THE NECESSARY EVIDENCE, IS 
THAT IT? OH, WELL, GO AND GET ME SOME BEER, 
THERE’S A GOOD FELLOW... NO, WAIT... BRING 
SOME BRANDY INSTEAD, OR CALVADOS OR RUM— 
IT DOESN’T MATTER WHICH. WHAT TIME IS IT?” 

IT WAS MIDNIGHT. OUTSIDE, THE CROWD HAD 
DWINDLED TO THREE. THESE WERE TRAMPING UP 
AND DOWN, HOPING THAT THERE WOULD BE SOME 
DEFINITE NEWS BEFORE LONG. 


11: The Doctor’s Housekeeper 


THE PURR OF A CAR ENGINE, THE GRINDING OF 
BRAKES, THE BANGING OF DOORS, FOLLOWED 
IMMEDIATELY BY THE APPEARANCE IN THE 
BALLROOM OF TWO POLICE INSPECTORS, 
ACCOMPANIED BY A WOMAN IN HER THIRTIES, WHO 
LOOKED THOROUGHLY DAZED. 

“SORRY, CHIEF SUPERINTENDENT. WE HAD A FLAT 
TIRE ON THE WAY, AND WE COULDN’T GET THE 
JACK TO WORK. SO WE...” 

“IS THIS SHE?” ASKED MAIGRET, SUBJECTING THE 
YOUNG WOMAN TO A LONG SCRUTINY. SHE 
APPEARED UTTERLY BEWILDERED, LOOKING 
WILDLY ABOUT HER AND SEEING NOTHING. 

“SHE DIDN’T WANT TO COME, ON ACCOUNT OF 
HER SISTER-IN-LAW, WHO IS ILL. WE HAD TO 
PROMISE TO GET HER BACK TONIGHT.” 

SUDDENLY THE GIRL CAUGHT SIGHT OF THE 
HANDCUFFS, AND GAVE A LITTLE STIFLED SHRIEK. 

“DO YOU RECOGNIZE HIM?” ASKED THE CHIEF 
SUPERINTENDENT. 

“TAKE A GOOD LOOK AT HIM... NOW, TELL ME, 

DID THAT MAN THERE, TO YOUR KNOWLEDGE, 
RECENTLY CALL TO SEE YOUR EMPLOYER?” 

“I RECOGNIZE THEM,” SHE REPLIED, RECOVERING 
HER SELF-POSSESSION. 

“YOU... WHAT WAS THAT YOU SAID? YOU 
RECOGNIZE THEMT 

“CERTAINLY! I RECOGNIZE BOTH OF THEM, WHICH 
ISN’T SURPRISING, SEEING THAT THEY WERE 
TOGETHER.” 

“AND THEY BOTH WENT TO SEE THE DOCTOR IN 
HIS OFFICE?” 

“BOTH OF THEM. NOT RIGHT AWAY, BECAUSE THE 
DOCTOR WAS OUT. I SUGGESTED THAT THEY COME 
BACK THE FOLLOWING DAY, BUT THEY PREFERRED 



TO WAIT, AND THEY WERE THERE IN THE WAITING 
ROOM FOR OVER TWO HOURS.” 

“WELL, THAT’S THAT,” GROWLED MAIGRET. “I 
NEEDN’T TROUBLE YOU ANY FURTHER.” 

“ARE WE TO TAKE HER BACK HOME?” ASKED ONE 
OF THE INSPECTORS, FEELING SOMEWHAT LET 
DOWN. 

“IF YOU LIKE... WAIT, THOUGH. HERE COMES 
MEJAT WITH SOMETHING TO DRINK... ONLY I DON’T 
KNOW IF THERE ARE ENOUGH GLASSES... ” 

AT THIS DIDINE, STILL THERE AND EVER 
OBLIGING, STOOD UP AND TOUCHED THE CHIEF 
SUPERINTENDENT ON THE ARM. 

“IN THE CUPBOARD,” SHE WHISPERED. 

“WHAT DO YOU MEAN, ‘IN THE CUPBOARD’?” 

“THE GLASSES. THEY’RE ALWAYS KEPT THERE, 
FOR COUNCIL MEETINGS. WOULD YOU LIKE ME TO 
GIVE THEM A WIPE?” 

THERE WAS NOTHING SHE DID NOT KNOW! SHE 
SAW ALL THERE WAS TO SEE, AND HEARD ALL 
THERE WAS TO HEAR! 

THE POLICEMEN CLINKED GLASSES. NOTICING 
THAT THE DOCTOR’S HOUSEKEEPER WAS 
SHIVERING, MAIGRET POURED A SMALL DRINK FOR 
HER AS WELL, BUT ALL IT DID WAS TO SEND HER 
OFF INTO A PAROXYSM OF COUGHING. 

MAIGRET’S HEAD WAS BUZZING. HE WAS SO 
OBVIOUSLY, VISIBLY TENSE THAT MEJAT SEEMED A 
LITTLE ANXIOUS ON HIS ACCOUNT. ALL OF A 
SUDDEN, MAIGRET STRODE OVER TO THE GLASS 
DOOR AND OPENED IT. THE INSPECTORS HAD GONE. 
THE CAR WAS REVVING UP OUTSIDE. 

“COME HERE, YOU!” HE BARKED, ADDRESSING 
AIRAUD WITH SURPRISING ROUGHNESS. “GET 
THOSE HANDCUFFS OFF HIM, MEJAT... THEY MAKE 



HIM LOOK RIDICULOUS... COME IN. SHUT THE 
DOOR, MEJAT. AND AS FOR YOU, I DON’T WANT ANY 
MORE OF YOUR NONSENSE, DO YOU HEAR? EVE 
HAD JUST ABOUT ENOUGH. YES, EVE HAD 
ENOUGH.” 

IT WAS SO UNEXPECTED THAT AIRAUD LOOKED 
COMPLETELY NONPLUSSED. 

“I SUPPOSE YOU THINK YOU’VE BEEN VERY 
CLEVER, AND THAT YOU’RE VERY PLEASED WITH 
YOURSELF. ISN’T THAT SO? OF COURSE, IT IS! JUST 
TAKE A LOOK AT YOURSELF IN THE MIRROR! AND 
FOR HEAVEN’S SAKE STOP SHIFTING FROM ONE 
FOOT TO ANOTHER LIKE A DANCING BEAR... WHAT 
DID YOUR FATHER DO FOR A LIVING?” 

SO UNPREPARED WAS HE FOR THE QUESTION 
THAT AIRAUD, IN SPITE OF HIS DETERMINATION TO 
REMAIN SILENT, COULD NOT STOP HIMSELF FROM 
MURMURING: 

“HE WAS A MUSSEL-GATHERER.” 

“AND YOU, TOO, ARE A MUSSEL-GATHERER. TO 
YOU, THE DAUGHTER OF A JUDGE MUST HAVE 
SEEMED A GREAT PRIZE. ISN’T THAT SO? YOU 
COULDN’T SEE, COULD YOU, WHAT A FOOL YOU 
WERE MAKING OF YOURSELF, OR THAT YOU WERE 
THE LAUGHINGSTOCK OF THE VILLAGE? WHEN DID 
YOU AND FORLACROIX BURY THE HATCHET?” 

A RESENTFUL SILENCE. 

“HAVE IT YOUR OWN WAY! DON’T ANSWER... IT 
MAKES YOU LOOK MORE OF A FOOL THAN EVER.” 

BY NOW MAIGRET WAS SO CARRIED AWAY THAT 
HE WAS SHOUTING AT THE TOP OF HIS VOICE, SO 
THAT, EVEN IF HIS ACTUAL WORDS COULD NOT BE 
HEARD THROUGH THE GLASS DOOR, IT WAS 
IMPOSSIBLE NOT TO CATCH THE DRIFT OF WHAT HE 
WAS SAYING. 



AND THE CHIEF SUPERINTENDENT, STILL 
SHOUTING, STILL PACING UP AND DOWN, STILL 
CHEWING ON THE STEM OF HIS PIPE, POURED 
HIMSELF A DRINK WITH SUCH FRENZIED ABANDON 
THAT MEJAT’S HEART WAS IN HIS MOUTH. 

“SILENCE AT ALL COSTS! ANYWAY, YOU’RE SO 
STUPID, I DON’T SUPPOSE THERE’S MUCH THAT YOU 
COULD TELL ME. I SHOULD HAVE THOUGHT THAT 
BUSINESS WITH THERESE WOULD HAVE TAUGHT 
YOU A LESSON. BUT YOU WERE GOING TO MARRY 
HER, WEREN’T YOU? EVERYONE KNEW THAT... 

ONLY EVERYONE KNEW SOMETHING THAT YOU 
DIDN’T KNOW...” 

“I DID KNOW.” 

“WHAT DID YOU KNOW?” 

“THAT SHE WAS GOING WITH OTHER MEN.” 

“RIGHT! AND YOU DIDN’T MARRY HER. THAT WAS 
SOMETHING... YOU REALIZED THAT YOU WERE 
BEING TAKEN FOR A RIDE... BUT THERESE WAS 
ONLY A CHAMBERMAID IN A HOTEL, THE CHILD OF 
A WOMAN WHO SOLD FISH OFF A BARROW... 
WHEREAS THE OTHER ONE...” 

AIRAUD’S EXPRESSION HARDENED, AND 
MAIGRET WAS NOT SO CARRIED AWAY THAT HE 
FAILED TO SEE THE YOUNG MAN CLENCH HIS 
HEFTY FISTS. FOR AN INSTANT HE TURNED HIS 
HEAD AWAY—PERHAPS TO HIDE A SMILE? HE TOOK 
A LONG DRINK FROM HIS GLASS, POSSIBLY 
BECAUSE HE WAS HAVING SOME DIFFICULTY IN 
KEEPING UP HIS HECTORING TONE. 

“OUR YOUNG GENTLEMAN WAS VERY PROUD OF 
HIMSELF. HE WAS THE ACKNOWLEDGED LOVER OF 
MADEMOISELLE FORLACROIX, WHO PLAYED THE 
PIANO AND WHOSE FATHER WAS A JUDGE.” 

“LISTEN, CHIEF SUPERINTENDENT...” 



“SHUT UP! YOU HAVE NOTHING TO SAY IN THE 
ABSENCE OF YOUR LAWYER. YOU TOLD ME SO 
YOURSELF... OUR YOUNG GENTLEMAN IS IN LOVE. 
OUR YOUNG GENTLEMAN IS PUFFED UP WITH HIS 
OWN IMPORTANCE. BUT WHEN PAPA FORLACROIX, 
WHO HAS BEEN LYING IN WAIT FOR HIM OUTSIDE 
THE DOOR, INVITES HIM INTO HIS LIBRARY, OUR 
YOUNG GENTLEMAN CAN DO NO BETTER THAN 
STAMMER LIKE A SCHOOLBOY. 

“ ‘REALLY? YOU LOVE MY DAUGHTER? WELL, EVE 
NOTHING AGAINST THAT! SHE IS YOURS! TAKE HER. 
MARRY HER...’ 

“THAT’S HOW IT WENT, ISN’T IT? AND THAT GREAT 
BOOBY, WHO MAY BE STRONG ENOUGH TO KILL AN 
OX, BUT CAN’T SEE ANY FURTHER THAN THE END 
OF HIS NOSE, STAMMERS: 

“ ‘YES, SIR, I’LL MARRY HER! YES, SIR, I AM A 
RESPECTABLE MAN, AND MY INTENTIONS ARE 
HONORABLE.’ 

“OUR YOUNG FRIEND IS SO OVERWHELMED, SO 
TRANSPORTED WITH JOY AND PRIDE, THAT HE 
CAN’T WAIT TO TELL SOMEONE. HE GOES TO SEE 
HIS OLD ENEMY, YOUNG FORLACROIX, WHO HAS 
THREATENED TIMES WITHOUT NUMBER TO SMASH 
HIS FACE IN... 

“ ‘YOU DON’T KNOW ME AS I REALLY AM. I WANT 
TO MARRY YOUR SISTER. CAN’T WE BE FRIENDS?’ ” 

ON THE OTHER SIDE OF THE GLASS DOOR, 
FORLACROIX, HIS NECK STRETCHED TO THE 
UTTERMOST, WAS STRAINING TO HEAR WHAT WAS 
BEING SAID, AND DIDINE WAS PERCHED ON THE 
VERY EDGE OF HER SEAT. 

“WELL, BOY, I HAVE ONE THING TO TELL YOU 
THAT WILL BE NEWS TO YOU, WHICH IS THAT YOU 
WERE WELL AND TRULY HAD BY THE PAIR OF 
THEM. YOU STILL DON’T KNOW WHAT I’M TALKING 
ABOUT, IS THAT IT? YOU THOUGHT IT WAS BECAUSE 



THEY HAD RECOGNIZED YOUR WORTH THAT THEY 
RECEIVED YOU WITH OPEN ARMS. 

“THE ONLY ONE NOT TAKEN IN WAS THAT GRAND 
OLD WOMAN, YOUR MOTHER... AND I BET YOU 
WERE LIVID WHEN SHE ADVISED YOU TO BE 
CAREFUL AND NOT LET YOURSELF BE CARRIED 
AWAY... 

“ ‘I PROMISE YOU, MOTHER, LISE ISN’T AS MAD AS 
PEOPLE SAY. ONCE SHE’S HAPPILY SETTLED, AND 
PROPERLY LOOKED AFTER... ’ 

“HOOK, LINE, AND SINKER! YOU POOR, SILLY 
DUPE!” 

HE LOOKED THE YOUNG MAN OVER FROM HEAD 
TO FOOT, THEN TURNED TO MEJAT AND WINKED. 
THE INSPECTOR COULD NOT IMAGINE WHAT HE 
MEANT BY IT. 

“THE ONE GLIMMER OF COMMON SENSE IN THIS 
WHOLE AFFAIR, I HAVE NO DOUBT, WAS SHOWN BY 
YOUR MOTHER. WHAT CONCESSION COULD SHE 
HOPE FOR, POOR WOMAN, FROM A SON AS 
STUBBORN AND HOT-HEADED AS YOU? 

“ ‘AT LEAST GET A DOCTOR TO EXAMINE HER. 
WHAT IF, IN SPITE OF ALL YOU SAY, SHE REALLY IS 
QUITE MAD?’ 

“AT THIS POINT, YOU REMEMBERED YOUR 
FORMER SHIPMATE, JANIN. YOU TOOK ALBERT 
ALONG WITH YOU, SO THAT HE WOULD BE LEFT IN 
NO DOUBT AS TO YOUR GOOD INTENTIONS. IF, 
AFTER HAVING EXAMINED LISE, THE DOCTOR 
SHOULD DECIDE THAT... 

“WHAT? THAT WASN’T THE WAY IT WENT? DON’T 
ANSWER! REMEMBER, YOU HAVE NOTHING TO SAY, 
EXCEPT IN THE PRESENCE OF YOUR LAWYER, ISN’T 
THAT SO? 

“ALBERT, FOR HIS PART, KNEW THAT HIS SISTER 
WAS PREGNANT... ” 



AIRAUD’S RESPONSE WAS SO SUDDEN AND 
VIOLENT THAT MAIGRET HAD NO TIME TO DUCK 
OUT OF HARM’S WAY. BESIDES, HE WAS PROBABLY 
QUITE SATISFIED WITH THE WAY THE SITUATION 
WAS DEVELOPING. AIRAUD SEIZED HIM BY THE 
LAPELS OF HIS JACKET, AND, BELIEVE IT OR NOT, 
SEEMED ABOUT TO GIVE HIM A GOOD SHAKING. 

“WHAT’S THAT YOU SAID? WHAT’S THAT YOU 
SAID?” 

“THE DOCTOR OF THE NURSING HOME WILL 
CONFIRM IT... YOU HAVE ONLY TO CALL AND ASK 
HIM... BUT FOR THE TIME BEING...” 

“LISE IS...” 

“PREGNANT. YES, BY GOD! THESE THINGS DO 
HAPPEN. AND THAT’S WHY THE JUDGE WAS SO 
AMENABLE, ALL OF A SUDDEN, TO THE PROSPECT 
OF HAVING A GREAT LOUT LIKE YOU FOR A SON-IN- 
LAW. 

“AND THAT’S WHY ALBERT WENT WITH YOU TO 
NANTES. HE WAS VERY MUCH ON HIS GUARD. HE 
DIDN’T RELISH THE IDEA OF HIS SISTER, AND FOR 
THAT MATTER HIMSELF, BECOMING THE LAUGHING 
STOCK OF L’AIGUILLON. 

“THERE WAS JUST ONE SMALL POINT THAT 
WORRIED ME... I SIMPLY COULDN’T SEE JANIN 
AGREEING TO SHIN UP A WALL IN ORDER TO VISIT A 
PATIENT. 

“BUT, OF COURSE, THERE WAS NO NEED FOR THAT. 
YOU COULDN’T TAKE HIM HOME, BECAUSE THAT 
WOULD HAVE MEANT TAKING YOUR MOTHER INTO 
YOUR CONFIDENCE, WHICH WAS THE LAST THING 
YOU WANTED. 

“SO THE THREE OF YOU WENT TO ALBERT’S 
PLACE FOR DINNER... I CAN EVEN TELL YOU WHAT 
YOU HAD TO EAT: SOLE... 



“YOU WAITED UNTIL THE JUDGE’S GUESTS HAD 
ARRIVED AND SETTLED DOWN TO A GAME OF 
BRIDGE. THE WAY NOW BEING CLEAR, ALBERT 
INTRODUCED THE DOCTOR INTO THE HOUSE. HE 
HAD THE KEY... IT WAS EASY ENOUGH TO CREEP UP 
TO THE NEXT FLOOR WITHOUT MAKING A SOUND. 
MY SUSPICIONS WERE AROUSED WHEN, IN MY 
PRESENCE, HE FOUND IT NECESSARY TO BREAK 
DOWN THE DOOR WITH HIS SHOULDER. SEEING 
THAT HE HAD A KEY TO THE FRONT DOOR, IT WAS 
MORE THAN LIKELY... BUT THAT’S NO CONCERN OF 
YOURS. HE TOOK DOCTOR JANIN TO SEE HIS SISTER. 
HE WAITED OUTSIDE... 

“AS FOR YOU, GOOD-NATURED FOOL THAT YOU 
ARE, YOU STAYED OUTSIDE, PACING UP AND DOWN 
BESIDE THE WALL THAT YOU HAD SO OFTEN 
CLIMBED.” 

MAIGRET TURNED TOWARD THE DOOR, AND SAW 
ALBERT FORLACROIX STANDING CLOSE TO IT, WITH 
A THREATENING EXPRESSION ON HIS FACE. 

“YOU HAD A ROTTEN TIME OF IT, ONE WAY AND 
ANOTHER, DIDN’T YOU? FIRST, THERE WAS 
THERESE, WITH HER MEDDLING AND THREATS... 
AND, AS TIME WENT BY AND THE TWO MEN DIDN’T 
COME BACK, YOU MUST HAVE WONDERED WHAT 
ON EARTH WAS HAPPENING... WELL, I’LL TELL 
YOU... HAVING COMPLETED HIS EXAMINATION OF 
THE GIRL, DOCTOR JANIN WENT INTO THE FRUIT 
LOFT, WHERE ALBERT WAS WAITING. IT’S NOT HARD 
TO GUESS WHAT HE SAID. HIS FIRST WORDS MUST 
HAVE BEEN: 

“ ‘BUT YOUR SISTER IS EXPECTING A CHILD... ’ 

“THEN... LOOK AT HIM... NO, NOT THE INSPECTOR 
.. OVER THERE, THROUGH THE DOOR... LOOK AT HIS 
FACE.” 

ALBERT FORLACROIX’S HAND WAS ON THE 
DOORKNOB. HE WAS DEATHLY PALE, HIS NOSTRILS 



WERE PINCHED, AND THERE WAS A PECULIAR FILM 
OF MOISTURE ON HIS LIPS. 

“COME IN, FORLACROIX. I WANT YOU TO HEAR 
THIS... I’M ABOUT TO TELL WHAT THE DOCTOR SAID 
TO YOU. HE TOLD YOU THAT YOUR SISTER WAS 
INCURABLE. HE SAID THAT YOU COULD NOT 
HONORABLY MARRY HER OFF TO ANY NORMAL, 
DECENT MAN, THAT SHE OUGHT TO BE PUT IN A 
HOME, AND THAT HIS DUTY AS A DOCTOR WAS 
TO...” 

“IT’S NOT TRUE!” EXCLAIMED ALBERT 
FURIOUSLY. 

“WHAT ISN’T TRUE?” 

“I DIDN’T KILL HIM. IT WAS MY SISTER...” 

HIS HEAD WAS THRUST FORWARD, AS IF HE WAS 
PREPARING TO RAM THE CHIEF SUPERINTENDENT IN 
THE CHEST. 

“THAT’S THE STORY YOU TOLD MARCEL WHEN 
YOU WENT OUT TO HIM ALONE. UNFORTUNATELY 
FOR YOU, HOWEVER, IF LISE HAD KILLED THE 
DOCTOR, USING THE HAMMER FROM THE FRUIT 
LOFT, IT WOULD NEVER HAVE OCCURRED TO HER 
TO WIPE THE HANDLE AFTERWARD... DO YOU 
THINK SHE HAS EVEN SO MUCH AS HEARD OF 
FINGERPRINTS? NO, NO, BOY. YOU WERE THE ONE 
TO STRIKE THE BLOW, IN ONE OF YOUR FITS OF 
RAGE. AND YOU’LL BE HAVING ANOTHER OF THEM 
ANY MINUTE NOW, IF YOU DON’T WATCH OUT... 

“THE DOCTOR SAID THAT HE INTENDED TO TELL 
THE WHOLE TRUTH TO HIS FRIEND AIRAUD... 

“YOU PROTESTED. YOU WANTED THE MARRIAGE 
TO TAKE PLACE AT ALL COSTS... 

“AND THEN SUDDENLY YOU FLEW INTO ONE OF 
YOUR UNGOVERNABLE RAGES... 

“AND DO YOU KNOW—YES, I COULD SWEAR IT— 
DO YOU KNOW WHAT DOCTOR JANIN MUST HAVE 



THOUGHT WHEN HE SAW YOU COMING AT HIM LIKE 
A THING POSSESSED? 

“HE MUST HAVE THOUGHT THAT YOUR SISTER 
WAS NOT THE ONLY MAD ONE IN THE FAMILY, AND 
THAT...” 

ALBERT, HIS FEATURES CONTORTED, HIS EYES 
BLAZING, SPRANG AT MAIGRET. HIS HARSH 
BREATHING SEEMED TO FILL THE ROOM, BUT 
BEFORE HE COULD GET AT THE CHIEF 
SUPERINTENDENT, MARCEL HAD GRABBED HIM BY 
THE SHOULDERS, AND THEY WERE BOTH ROLLING 
ON THE FLOOR. 

APPARENTLY UNCONCERNED WITH THE 
OUTCOME, MAIGRET WENT ACROSS TO THE TABLE, 
POURED HIMSELF A DRINK, RELIT HIS PIPE, AND 
MOPPED HIS BROW. 

“GET THE HANDCUFFS ON HIM IF YOU CAN, 

MEJAT. BETTER TO BE ON THE SAFE SIDE.” 

IT WAS NO EASY TASK. THE TWO MEN, GRAPPLING 
TOGETHER, WERE EQUALLY MATCHED IN 
STRENGTH. FORLACROIX HAD MANAGED TO GET 
AIRAUD’S THUMB BETWEEN HIS TEETH, AND HE 
WAS BITING IT SAVAGELY. MARCEL COULD NOT 
STOP HIMSELF FROM CRYING OUT. ONE HANDCUFF 
CLICKED SHUT. MEJAT COULD NOT GET A GRIP ON 
ALBERT’S OTHER HAND. SUDDENLY HE LOST HIS 
HEAD AND, IN A DAZED AND CLUMSY FASHION, 
BEGAN POUNDING ALBERT WITH HIS FISTS. 

DIDINE’S FACE WAS PRESSED AGAINST THE 
GLASS. HER NOSE WAS FLATTENED, HER EYES 
SPARKLING, AND HER THIN LIPS WREATHED IN A 
HAPPY SMILE. 

“HOW IS IT GOING?” 

“THERE YOU ARE, CHIEF. ALL DONE.” 

AT LONG LAST, THE PRISONER’S OTHER WRIST 
WAS ENCIRCLED BY A RING OF STEEL. 



MARCEL AIRAUD STAGGERED TO HIS FEET, HIS 
RIGHT HAND CLENCHED AROUND HIS BLEEDING 
LEFT THUMB. HE, TOO, RESORTED TO THE BOTTLE 
OF SPIRITS ON THE TABLE. BUT INSTEAD OF 
DRINKING FROM IT, HE POURED SOME OF THE 
CONTENTS OVER HIS WOUND. FORLACROIX HAD 
BITTEN HIM TO THE BONE. 

THE POLICEMAN KNOCKED AT THE DOOR, AND 
OPENED IT A CRACK. 

“CAN I BE OF ANY USE?” 

AS HE SPOKE, MAIGRET WAS GAZING FROM ONE 
TO ANOTHER OF THE PEOPLE IN THE TWO ROOMS 
WITH A DAZED EXPRESSION ON HIS FACE. HE 
LOOKED AT DIDINE, NODDING HER HEAD IN 
SATISFACTION; AT MEJAT, STARING WITH DISGUST 
AT HIS BLOODSTAINED HANDS; AT THE POLICEMAN, 
PEERING ABOUT HIM IN BEWILDERMENT; AT 
AIRAUD, BANDAGING HIS THUMB WITH A CHECKED 
HANDKERCHIEF. 

ALBERT FORLACROIX RAISED HIMSELF WITH 
DIFFICULTY, OR, RATHER, STRUGGLED INTO A 
SITTING POSITION WHERE HE WAS ON THE FLOOR, 
AND REMAINED THERE IN A STUPOR, HIS BODY 
TWITCHING. 

IT WAS SO QUIET IN THE ROOM THAT THE STEADY 
TICK-TOCK OF THE WATCH ON THE TABLE COULD 
CLEARLY BE HEARD. MAIGRET FASTENED IT BACK 
ON ITS CHAIN. THE HANDS STOOD AT TEN MINUTES 
PAST TWO. 

“HE TOLD ME SHE’D DONE IT, AND I BELIEVED 
HIM,” MURMURED AIRAUD, STARING BLANKLY AT 
HIS THUMB. “THAT WAS WHY, TO DIVERT 
SUSPICION...” 

MAIGRET FELT EXHAUSTED. IT WAS AS IF THE 
WEIGHT OF THE WORLD HAD BEEN LIFTED OFF HIS 
SHOULDERS. 



“SEE TO THEM, WILL YOU, MEJAT?” 

HE WENT OUT, RELIT HIS PIPE, AND WALKED 
SLOWLY DOWN TO THE HARBOR. HE COULD HEAR 
THE PATTER OF FOOTSTEPS BEHIND HIM. THE TIDE 
WAS RISING. THE BEAMS FROM THE LIGHTHOUSES 
INTERSECTED IN THE SKY. THE MOON HAD JUST 
RISEN, AND THE JUDGE’S HOUSE STOOD OUT 
AGAINST THE NIGHT SKY, ALL WHITE, A HARSH, 
GLARING, UNREAL WHITE. 

THE FOOTSTEPS HAD STOPPED. TWO SHADOWY 
FIGURES CAME TOGETHER AT THE CORNER OF THE 
STREET. DIDINE HAD REJOINED HER SQUINT-EYED 
CUSTOMS OFFICER, WHO HAD BEEN WAITING FOR 
HER THERE. SHE WAS TALKING TO HIM IN AN 
UNDERTONE. 

“I WONDER IF THEY’LL CHOP OFF HIS HEAD!” SHE 
SAID, SHIVERING AND HUDDLING CLOSER INTO HER 
SHAWL. 

PRESENTLY A DOOR CREAKED. THEY HAD GONE 
INDOORS. SOON THEY WOULD BE CLIMBING INTO 
THEIR HIGH BED, WITH ITS VOLUMINOUS DOWN 
QUILT, AND FOR A LONG TIME AFTER, NO DOUBT, 
THEY WOULD TALK IN WHISPERS. 

ALONE AT LAST, MAIGRET WAS SURPRISED TO 
HEAR HIMSELF MURMUR DREAMILY: 

“WELL! THAT’S IT!” 

IT WAS OVER. HE WOULD PROBABLY NEVER 
RETURN TO L’AIGUILLON. IN TIME IT WOULD 
RECEDE AND DIMINISH IN HIS MEMORY, UNTIL IT 
WAS LIKE ONE OF THOSE MINIATURE LANDSCAPES, 
TINY, BUT PERFECT IN EVERY DETAIL, THAT ARE TO 
BE FOUND IN GLASS PAPERWEIGHTS. A LITTLE 
WORLD... PEOPLE CONVERGING ON IT FROM ALL 
OVER THE COUNTRY... THE JUDGE SITTING BESIDE 
HIS FIRE... LISE IN HER BED, HER FLESHY LIPS, HER 
GOLD-FLECKED EYES, HER PLUMP, NAKED 
BREAST... CONSTANTINESCO IN THE APARTMENT IN 



VERSAILLES, WITH HIS DAUGHTER STUDYING 
MUSIC AT THE CONSERVATORY... OLD HORACE VAN 
USSCHEN, WITH THOSE ABSURDLY LIGHT 
TROUSERS OF HIS, AND HIS WHITE CLOTH CAP... 
THERESE, WHO WOULD FIND SOMEONE TO MARRY 
HER EVENTUALLY, AT WHATEVER COST... THE 
WIDOW AIRAUD, ALREADY RESIGNED TO LIVING 
ALONE FOR THE REST OF HER LIFE, BEING 
CONFRONTED WITH HER GIANT OF A SON... 

HE STARTED, SUDDENLY AWARE OF A STEADY, 
RHYTHMIC SOUND IN THE NIGHT. THEN HE 
REALIZED THAT IT MUST BE OLD BARITEAU GOING 
OUT TO LAY HIS EEL TRAPS. COME TO THINK OF IT, 
WHAT WAS THE STATE OF THE TIDE TONIGHT? 

NIEUL-SUR-MER 

(CHARENTE-MARITIME) 

JANUARY 31, 1940 
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